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CHAPTER 1:

It was hard to believe that it had been more than a year since the crazy bet that first caused Evan to try the new and relatively unknown drug that made a person change gender for a 48 hour period. It certainly hadn't been a voluntary decision, it was the result of losing a bet to his best friend Cal. It was the kind of silly frat boy sort of bet, usually made in the heat of the moment and after a few too many beers, where the object was to humiliate the loser as much as possible. Nothing could be more humiliating than having to be a woman for an entire weekend, especially since the deal called for the payment to take place on a camping trip at a popular lakeside resort.

Evan had absolutely no desire to go through with the bet but a deal is a deal and there's a matter of honor where these things are concerned. Of course his honor didn't extend so far that he was immune from trying to take all of the fun out of Cal's victory by pretending to actually enjoy the experience of being in a woman's body. Fate, however, has a way of getting the last laugh and as it turned out Evan really did enjoy being in a woman's body, especially when that body was having sex.

Neither Evan nor Cal had ever imagined that this prank would go so far as to actually lead to intercourse and certainly never dreamed that they would end up having sex with each other. There wasn't a gay bone in Evan's body as far as he was concerned but somehow, some way under the influence of the drug Evan found himself sexually satisfied as a woman in ways he had never known as a man. From that point on his view of Cal would never be quite the same.

Cal had a similarly unsettling experience in finding how attracted he was to his old pal Evan. It was pointless to dwell on it as Evan was really a man but Cal had felt the same kind of strong erotic and emotional bond to Evan that Evan had felt for Cal and even going back to their old ways couldn't shake that feeling entirely.

Although it had happened against his will Evan had unlocked some kind of secret door inside him that craved exploration. The drug only lasted for two days at a time so there was no question of any sort of permanent gender change taking place but one could do a lot in two days and Evan became anxious to try it again.

While trying to see if other people who had taken the drug had experienced similar feelings and sensations Evan stumbled across an underground world that he had no idea existed. It was a world of people who liked to take the drug and those who liked to fuck those who took it. They called themselves "transformers" after the toy robots and movie franchise and a man who changed into a woman was referred to as a "TG" or "transformed girl" and one who went the other way was a "TD" or "transformed dude" in the language of the scene. A man who enjoyed the company of a TG was called an "NTM" for "non-transformed male" and so on.

It was probably the most socially accepted form of transgendered expression, even though it fell more into the category of "crossdreaming" than anything else, largely because it was still so unknown to the general public at large. As soon as more people found out about it the hatred and violence would probably follow as it always does whenever people fail to conform to some arbitrary standard of "normal" behavior. For now it was still thriving and growing in popularity all the time.

Evan had a low paying job and lived at home with his parents and his sister so transforming was something he could only manage once in a while. He basically had to come up with an excuse to be away from home for a weekend and since the drug was not inexpensive it wasn't something to be taken lightly, even if someone else was paying for it.

Evan had taken on the persona of a young female named Evelyn and was mentored by a popular and well-known local TG who called herself Kelly. The two had met online and became very close after sharing a number of real life transformation experiences. Fortunately Kelly had her own place with a guest room so Evelyn had a base of operations for her weekend forays into the world of women but it was still logistically challenging to coordinate schedules and make the time.

One of the unexpected aspects of the transformer experience was that there was quite an online culture dedicated to the phenomenon and Evelyn had embraced that aspect of the thing whole-heartedly. She had a web presence that was by now full of photos and videos of herself in female form, many of which were explicitly pornographic in nature. Consequently her "fame" had spread far beyond her own local community and she had fans and followers all over the world.

For an average guy who had never been exactly the object of a great deal of desire this newfound popularity was powerful stuff. As a man Evan was just like any other man with a low paying job, going about his business largely unnoticed, nothing that made him stand out from the crowd. Yet as a TG Evelyn was a sex symbol and an inspiration for wet dreams and jerk off sessions everywhere.

Cal had not been left out of the picture either. On his own he had come across this transformer business when he bumped into an old friend named Leroy who extolled the virtues of having sex with a TG. TGs had a reputation for being wild and uninhibited and the no-strings-attached nature of the whole thing was pretty appealing to a lot of men.

Of course Cal had no idea that Evan was involved in this scene until they accidentally met a club one night. Although they had both wanted to sleep with each other again desperately they both assumed that the other would either have no interest or that a continuation of their sexual escapades would only lead to trouble. Evelyn had also developed quite a taste for her new lifestyle, and for her TG buddy Kelly as well, so she wasn't sure that she wanted to drop the whole thing and try to make some sort of part-time relationship with Cal work. On the other hand they both really enjoyed fucking each other so Cal had sort of been brought into the "family" fucking both Evelyn and Kelly and anyone else he felt like fucking. It wasn't a bad deal at all he figured.

It seemed to Evelyn that the problem was that there were too many men who wanted to fuck her and not enough time as a woman to fuck them all, or even the most desirable options. She was transforming about once every four or five weeks and that simply wasn't enough for her.

Money was a real issue. Evan's job was kind of a dead-end thing that didn't offer much opportunity for advancement and he had only gone to college for about a year before deciding to drop out and seek full-time employment. The idea of going back to school for several more years in the hope of being able to parlay that into a better paying job seemed kind of dismal and definitely not a quick fix for the immediate problem at hand.

The ideal scenario was to be able to move out of the house in order to have the privacy to transform freely and enough disposable income to be able to transform more than just a weekend here or there. The drug worked for 48 hours but didn't care what day of the week you took it. If Evan had the free time and the money to become Evelyn whenever the mood struck there were all kinds of possibilities that could be explored.

There was always the potential option of becoming a "kept woman" of  sorts. There were wealthy NTMs out there who supposedly would finance a popular TG providing accommodations, clothing, spending money and of course a steady supply of the drugs necessary to transform. What the NTM got in return was obviously negotiable and somewhat of a mystery.

In theory it was a very tempting proposition as long as you could maintain a degree of freedom. Being the exclusive property of one man seemed like kind of a drag. There were even rumors of "harems" of TGs for the super rich who could afford to keep a fully stocked stable of pussy to ride at their convenience but that might have just been an urban legend or something.

The other somewhat intriguing option was sex work like stripping, porno, nude modeling or turning tricks. It was funny that the idea of prostitution didn't really bother Evan all that much. If the money was good enough it would probably beat the heck out of what he was doing now. Getting paid to have sex probably wasn't as glamorous as it was sometimes portrayed in the movies but it might be a solution to the money question. Even the legal aspect of it was somewhat less of a concern than it might be for most people in that you can't convict someone who doesn't exist. If Evelyn were arrested in a short time she would disappear and be replaced by a man facing no charges who would be righteously upset at being falsely incarcerated. The local constabulary would be confounded and have no choice but to let him out with a big apology and a hope that he wouldn't sue the department.

Still all of those ideas involved going out into the world as Evelyn and trying to gain employment working for someone else or around someone else's schedule and they certainly weren't without risk. What she needed was a way to make money from home and when the idea popped into her head she couldn't wait to spring it on her friend Kelly.


CHAPTER 2:

"Camming. You know, sex webcam stuff," Evelyn explained the next time the two girls were together as girls.

"Can you really make money with that?" Kelly asked.

"I don't know. I've read where some people say it's lame and a waste of time for the money you make and others who swear they're pulling down a sizeable income. I know there are sites that host web cam shows but maybe the real money would be in setting up a site that catered exclusively to transformers. There are already dating sites and porno sites and whatever but I don't think I've ever seen a TG only webcam site, have you?"

"Not that I can recall," Kelly replied. "What kind of a show did you have in mind?"

"Well we could do it individually where we get paid to chat and strip and masturbate or we could do it together or both. We could even bring in guys if we wanted to. I'm no expert on the subject but I'm willing to become one if it means I can quit my shitty job and transform whenever I like."

"If this really worked you could move in here with me if you wanted to," Kelly suggested. "Then we could both transform pretty much whenever we liked. I do most of my work at home anyway so I only have to become Simon when I have a business meeting or something. I have no objection at all to having an excuse to be a TG more often. It sounds like fun to me."

One of the dangers of camming was that someone might recognize you and try to blackmail you or simply expose you to your friends, family or employers because the Internet is full of evil people filled with hate that have nothing better to do than to try and make other people miserable. Virtually no one in the world, except Cal, knew the male identity of Evelyn or Kelly so there was no way for this material to be used for extortion. Evan's parents would never believe that a photo of Evelyn could possibly be their son. There was no reason for anyone to ever make the connection.

Evelyn had already been posting pornographic pictures and videos of herself on the web for free. Why not make some money off of it if it could be done? Evelyn wasn't shy about being photographed in sexual situations and did it for kicks and for the attention it brought her. Adding a live webcast aspect to it only seemed to be another way of increasing her popularity.

The thought of moving in with Kelly was very appealing. As much as the two girls loved cock they also really loved doing each other, with or without men in the equation. Kelly's house was Evelyn's home away from home anyway so it wasn't that much of a stretch to imagine herself moving in.

There were several major questions that still had to be resolved. For starters they had yet to prove that webcam shows were lucrative enough to be worth the bother. If it turned out that they were Evan would have to have some excuse for quitting his job and moving in with someone his family had never met or even heard of. Then there was the question of how often Evelyn and Kelly would be women and how often they would be men. They saw each other as men briefly whenever they got together to transform at the same time and then again after the 48 hours was up but their friendship was based on their female personas as was their sexual interest in each other. If they were living together they would obviously be seeing more of each other as Evan and Simon and how that might work out was anybody's guess.

The final wildcard in the deck was Cal. If Cal was a wealthy man who could afford to keep Evan supplied with the drug and they could find a place to live together in relative privacy that might be the kind of exclusive, or semi-exclusive arrangement that Evelyn could live with. Evan and Cal had always been best friends. If Evan moved in with Simon that in and of itself wouldn't be that big of a deal but if they spent most of their time as Evelyn and Kelly engaged in a serious lesbian love affair that might put Cal kind of on the outs.

At this point in time Evan was so intrigued by the idea of having the freedom and the flexibility to become Evelyn at will that it was pretty hard to think of anything else. Hopefully things would just sort themselves out down the line as they often tended to do. Perhaps too much transforming would lead to a burn out. When it was once a month it was still exciting and new each time but living most of the week as a woman might get tiresome pretty quick. And it would certainly be expensive. There would have to be enough money coming in to make it work.

Their first experiments with the webcam thing were a little clumsy but still kind of fun. They went through a web server that wasn't TG specific but Evelyn and Kelly were hot enough to attract viewers even without the added kink of actually being men.

The trick of the thing seemed to be keeping people interested and donating money to see more. It was hard not to laugh sometimes as Evelyn tried to "negotiate" a deal to take her bra off, something she would have done gladly anyway as she had still yet to become completely comfortable in the damn thing.

As a lesbian team Evelyn and Kelly seemed to make more money and that was fine too as they really enjoyed playing with each other. It only added a surreal dimension when you were taking requests from the audience to "lick her pussy" or "sit on her face" or whatever the crowd was clamoring for. Everything had its price and you could even post a wish list of gift items that you'd like to receive and sometimes fans actually bought them things like a new toaster or bathroom towels. It was kind of a weird variation on prostitution but again Evelyn didn't have any big reservations about whoring. Strippers got paid money to give lap dances that made men cum in their pants and that was legal. Porn stars got paid to fuck on camera and that was legal. Wining and dining a girl to get her pants was legal. If someone wanted to buy her a toaster so that they could watch her licking her roommate's pussy so be it.

The cover story that had allowed Evan to move in with the hitherto for unknown Simon was that Evan had got a job working for Simon's company and they would be doing a lot of their work out of his home office. Evan's parents were thrilled that he had lucked into a more upscale job and Simon seemed like an ambitious young man headed in the right direction. Cal was a nice enough guy but Evan's parents always worried that when the two of them got together they were kind of lazy and seemed only interested in sports and lounging around the house. They half blamed him for Evan dropping out of college. Maybe this Simon fellow would be a good influence on Evan they hoped.

Of course they had no idea that Simon liked to turn into a woman periodically and performed live sex shows on the Internet with Evan as a girl but there are probably some things that a parent is better off not knowing. You'd have to be pretty darn open-minded to embrace a concept like that and most people just weren't used to coping with such unusual concepts.

Fortunately Cal was making himself very useful in the webcam enterprise as he actually was pretty good with computers and was a great help in setting up their cameras and so on and was trying to develop a web page of their own that would be exclusively for transformers. There were quite a few wealthy NTMs out there who wouldn't blink at paying good money to watch their favorite TG doing nasty things on camera at their bidding so there was some real profit potential in the idea if they could actually get it off the ground.

Cal was also a fine looking young man with a nice big cock but he had yet to be persuaded to join the girls on camera. Unlike Evelyn and Kelly, whose true identities were a closely guarded secret, Cal was just Cal and he wasn't sure that it was a good idea to be quite that conspicuous. Once you hung something out on the Internet, especially your cock, you never knew exactly where it might turn up or how it might be used against you someday. As tempting as it was to consider making his porn debut so far he had remained just a valuable asset behind the scenes.

Evelyn finally convinced him to at least let his dick make a guest appearance on one of their shows so that she could blow him and after some coaxing he got himself in a position where only his lower body was on camera and Evelyn happily slurped and licked and swallowed his meat before draining every last drop of his salty nectar for the pleasure of the viewers at home, and for Cal's pleasure as well of course. Evelyn had become quite the little cocksucker and could deep throat just about any size or shape that came her way. She had learned to defeat her gag reflex and could be throat fucked pretty aggressively.

There were times when Evan was in his male body that he had looked at a man and wondered whether sucking dick would be any different without transforming first but never actually tried to find out. There was something deeply embedded in his brain that told him that it was perfectly fine to give head to a man as long as you were in a woman's body at the time. Crossing that line was "gay" and therefore totally different and unacceptable. It certainly made some sense from Cal's perspective that he would be reluctant to get head from male Evan because he wasn't attracted to men and the sight of his buddy on his knees with his prick between his lips was something Cal really couldn't stomach but why Evan had such a hard time picturing that scenario was a little harder to explain.

Evan didn't have to transform to be aroused by naked men anymore. His dick got hard looking at a hot guy with a nice rod in a picture or a video and he even sought out that type of material more frequently these days. Beautiful women still turned him on too but his tastes were definitely bi-sexual at the least. As long as he could picture himself as Evelyn having sex with men then he had no problem at all letting his imagination run wild. It was a barrier that Evan wasn't anxious to cross although all of that was about to be challenged by a random act of nudity and timing.


CHAPTER 3:

Simon was coming out of the bathroom one evening having just completed a shower. He had on only a towel, which was kind of slung low on his hips, and Evan almost literally bumped into him in the hallway. Suddenly Simon lost his grip on the towel and it slipped to the floor leaving him totally naked. Presumably it was an accident but Evan didn't hesitate to immediately look at his roommates equipment and he was impressed by what he saw.

"Hey, you've got a pretty nice package there," Evan said with a smile.

"Down girl, remember you're not in uniform at the moment," Simon replied with a trace of embarrassment.

"It's just a compliment man. I am definitely not hung like that. I think it might be fun to see what that thing could do when it's ready for action. As Evelyn of course."

"It might be kind of fun to try that sometime, just to shake things up," said Simon as he picked up his towel and secured it tightly to his body.

Simon started to walk down the hall but as he passed Evan he felt the towel give way again. This time it wasn't an accident. Evan had pulled it off. Not only that but he had taken hold of Simon's dick and was stroking it.

"What the hell are you doing?" Simon snapped.

"Just wanted to see how big it got," Evan replied calmly as he continued to stroke.

"Well go raid the cookie jar and get a dose before you start pawing at it," Simon suggested in a tone of voice that sounded rather annoyed.

"I probably will. I just want to see if it's worth the bother."

"Go!"

Evan chuckled to himself as he headed for the kitchen. A few moments later Evelyn came back up the stairs where Simon was waiting sans towel but sporting a mighty hard on. Evelyn was also totally nude and stood before her roommate grinning at him.

"I see you didn't run off in terror," Evelyn laughed.

"You are in so much trouble right now young lady," Simon admonished her in his best angry schoolteacher voice. "Get on your hands and knees right now."

Evelyn did as commanded and Simon tied the towel loosely around her neck making sort of an improvised leash.

"You horny little slut. You want to be my bitch I'll make you my bitch. Now get going!"

He led her down the hall and into his bedroom where he removed the towel from her neck and used it to tie her hands behind her back. Grabbing her bound hands he bent her over at the waist and began to slowly spank her butt.

"Who told you that you could just grab my dick like that? Does that get you off you little queer? Are you just so horny you can't control yourself anymore? Does the sight of a real man turn you on even when you're not female? Do you want this big cock inside you bitch?"

"Yes please," Evelyn begged even as the blows were starting to hurt a bit. "I want your big cock inside me. I want you to make me your bitch!"

Evelyn got what she asked for. Simon was inside her wet snatch in a heartbeat and wasn't being too gentle about it. It was hard to tell whether Simon was really angry or just playing some kind of game but Evelyn liked it whatever it was.

Penis envy had always been a factor in Evan's life. He wasn't abnormally small but he felt like he was compared to the men he saw in porn videos and that feeling had only intensified each time he came into contact with a well hung man as Evelyn. It had honestly made transforming all the easier for him because he no longer had any reason to feel shy or inadequate without his clothes on. If the drug just made his dick bigger he might be living an entirely different life right now but he liked the way things were going just fine.

There was something about being sexually dominated by a man that felt really appealing for some reason, despite the fact that he was actually a man himself. Perhaps it was because of that fact in a way. As a guy he was constantly trying to "out dude" some other guy and usually losing. This was the kind of battle he didn't mind losing at all. He didn't have to be hard and aggressive he could be soft and receptive and it was all perfectly natural.

Simon was giving Evelyn's pussy quite a pounding and throwing in a few more spanks along the line for good measure, definitely playing the role of the dominant at the moment.

"Am I going to have to lock you in your room every time I take a shower? Stick a ball gag in your mouth so that you don't try to blow me? What am I going to do with such a horny little slut?"

"You could just fuck me a lot," Evelyn suggested.

"Oh yes I could fuck you. You're obviously so cock crazed you'd do anything to get it. I don't think it's the pill you're addicted to I think it's man meat."

With that he pulled out and retargeted a hole slightly higher than the one he had been drilling. Suddenly his prick was slipping into her anus and the humping resumed in earnest.

"Is this how you want me to fuck you? Do you wish you were a boy right now? A little bitch boy taking it up the ass?"

For some reason that image drove her even more crazy with lust than she was before. It had always been a nightmare to be pushed away as quickly as possible but at this moment in time it was kind of thrilling to imagine being in this situation with Simon without having transformed first.

"I'm a girl, I'm a girl, I'm a girl," Evelyn chanted over and over, as if the words might ward off the evil spirit of homosexuality that was creeping into her mind.

"Yes you are a girl," said Simon as he shoved her face down on the bed. "A good girl. The best kind of girl. A girl who knows how to serve a man with a hard cock."

With that he flipped her over, arms still bound behind her back, and got between her legs. Soon his throbbing member was pummeling her drenched pussy as Evelyn moaned and whimpered like crazy.

Then somehow she was on the floor on her knees with her head jerked back and her mouth wide open.

"Are you ready for a treat?" asked Simon.

Evelyn just nodded enthusiastically and stuck her tongue out. Soon that sticky treat was being delivered in the general direction of her mouth. It was strange not to have her hands free but she leaned forward and used her tongue to try and lap up as much as she could. Then Simon grabbed her hair and yanked her head onto his wet pecker and she finished the job of cleaning him with great gusto.

Then Simon helped her to her feet and took the towel off her wrists. He leaned close from behind and whispered in her ear.

"Maybe you really do want to be my bitch."

With that he rolled up the towel and snapped it at her ass before walking out of the room without another word.

That had probably been the hottest sexual experience of Evelyn's life, even with the homosexual overtones. That was a side of Simon that she never expected to see but she liked it anyway. She knew Simon way better as Kelly but maybe the male version was actually even more appealing, if such a thing was possible. Hopefully this bold adventure wouldn't backfire and result in messing up the good thing that they had going.


CHAPTER 4:

No shockwaves rumbled through the household as the result of their unscripted copulation. No one had yet suggested a repeat performance and Evan had made no more brazen homosexual overtures towards Simon. That didn't mean that his head wasn't spinning but so far there had been no fallout from the romp.

Curiosity had gotten the better of Evan that day when confronted by Simon's naked body just inches away from him but fortunately he had run downstairs and become Evelyn before anything serious happened. Evan sort of wondered about Simon and why he had chosen to be so aggressive. Despite living with the man he didn't really know him all that well and certainly had never seen him around a woman or even had discussions about his sex life when not transformed. Was that how Simon treated women all the time or was it just spontaneous role play?

Evan had a suspicion that Simon had turned alpha male because he spent so much time being female that he needed a dose of hyper-manhood to feel straight again. Evan could certainly understand if that was the case. Despite being male and considering himself heterosexual Evan had to admit that his interest in dating women had cooled considerably since becoming a TG. It was difficult to tell these days whether he was getting erect more from the sight of men or women when he watched pornography. When he masturbated it was always while picturing himself as Evelyn no matter what body he was in at the time.

Maybe Simon was experiencing the same thing. The embarrassment he displayed at Evan's sudden interest in his naked body demonstrated that Simon was probably not accustomed to gay sex and like Evan presumably tried to draw a very clear line between what he did with men as a TG and what he did as a man.

Evan had enjoyed touching Simon's cock because it felt liberating and totally taboo at the same time but he was glad that he had transformed before going all the way. He honestly had no idea what he would have done if Simon had grabbed his head and shoved it onto his hard prick while he was still in his male body. He had talked about making Evan his bitch but Evan wondered if he would have gone along with that plan as enthusiastically if he hadn't changed into Evelyn first. Maybe. That was a big thing to admit to himself and it made him uncomfortable. Maybe he'd like to have Simon bend him over the breakfast table some morning and ram his ass. Maybe he'd like to suck Simon's cock and milk him dry again without the magic of science involved. Maybe. Probably not but that maybe hung in the air very heavily.

Things were also still fine with Evelyn and Kelly. The amount of time they were spending with their webcam business had definitely cut into their normal transformer social life but it hadn't been a problem. The web thing was new and fun and starting to make money and they could go out on the town anytime.

It was Simon who finally broached the subject of another get together with Evelyn but this time for a very practical purpose.

"Look, I hate to ask this but I've got to take this important client out to dinner while he's in town and he's brought his wife along for some reason so naturally I have to have a date. I was wondering whether you'd be up for it. The food ought to be good anyway even if the conversation is pretty boring."

"Wow, you really know how to sweep a girl off her feet," Evan joked.

"I won't blame you if you turn me down. I just thought...hell I don't even know what I thought. I suppose I thought it might be fun in a weird way or something," Simon replied.

"Well that's my favorite kind of fun. Count me in."

Dressing for dinner at a fancy restaurant. Going on a business date with the man you lived with as eye candy. This was all a new experience. Completely absurd but a chance to play another role.

The restaurant was quite elegant and expensive and the other couple was Jacob and Sheryl Campbell, a late middle-aged pair who had probably been married forever. They both seemed pleasant and jovial and Evelyn enjoyed peeking into Simon's business life.

"So you must tell me. How did you two meet?" asked Sheryl as they were waiting for their meal to be served.

"It's the funniest story and you probably won't believe it," Evelyn began as Simon looked like he was about to faint. "My cat, Melody, had gotten frightened by something and climbed up a tree in my front yard. The more I tried to coax her back the more she just kept climbing up, which cats will do if you've ever had one stuck in a tree. Well here I was fumbling with a ladder and trying not to break my neck as I desperately tried to get her down when who should come jogging by other than this gorgeous man right here. I'd never seen him before in my life but the moment he heard my problem he helped me off the ladder and scampered right up that tree like Tarzan or something. Now Melody usually doesn't like strangers at all but the moment Simon reached her she just jumped in his arms and started purring. And once he got back on the ground that's exactly what I did and I've been purring ever since."

Jacob and Sheryl thought that was the most charmingly romantic story they had ever heard and Evelyn patted Simon's arm affectionately.

"I always say you can tell a lot about a man by the woman he's with," said Jacob. "Take me for example. I'd be nothing without this beautiful lady at my side. I think you've got a keeper there son. You should maybe think about slipping a ring on her finger before someone else does."

The rest of the evening was a rousing success. Evelyn charmed the socks off of everyone and Simon and Jacob managed to get some business done while Evelyn and Sheryl exchanged a little girl talk, which was mostly Sheryl's motherly advice to get Simon to propose to her as soon as possible.

When they got back to the car they both broke out in the fit of laughter that they had been holding inside the whole night.

"You were fucking fantastic in there," Simon gushed. "Where did you learn to bullshit like that?"

"Just a natural born liar I guess," Evelyn giggled. "Kind of helps when you're leading a double life."

"Amazing, just amazing. Most women I've dragged on these kinds of dates just sat there like they were hoping someone would shoot them and put them out of their misery but you had those people eating out of the palm of your hand. And that story about the cat! Fuck, I had no idea where you were going with that."

"Glad to be of service. Now do I get rewarded for my efforts?"

"What did you have in mind?" asked Simon.

"Well, we did skip desert. I was thinking that a yummy salt malt might hit the spot right about now," said Evelyn as she began to rub the crotch of Simon's pants.

"You mean you weren't scared off by the rough way I treated you the other day?"

"No, more like I was hoping that you'd buy me a collar."

"Where does that come from anyway? You're not like that when I'm Kelly."

"You don't have a cock when you're Kelly," she reminded him. "I guess I just like strong men who know what they want and aren't afraid to take it."

"Baby you really ought to be careful about joking with men about something like that."

"Who said I was joking?"

"Then get it out and go to work bitch. That cock isn't going to suck itself."

Evelyn unzipped Simon's pants and pulled his erect penis from his shorts. It was hot and throbbing in her hands as she stroked it. Then she felt Simon's hand on her head and soon she was shoved down onto his pole.

"That's it baby. You don't think I'd buy a slut a fancy dinner and not get something in return. Suck that hard cock. Suck it good."

Why did she enjoy this so much? It was a game and a role to play, just like the role she had played at dinner, but Simon seemed to enjoy it too. He didn't hesitate to take control of her once she had granted him permission.

Her mouth watered at the taste of his flesh. The smell of his manhood. The raw energy that was pulsating on her tongue and between her lips. Even the rude encouragements Simon was offering made his cock all the more desirable. It was different with Cal. Not necessarily better or worse but different. They knew so much about each other. They had been friends for so long. When they made love as man and woman it was more like a partnership or an extension of that friendship. Simon was more of a blank slate. He was successful and ambitious and it was easier to take on this strangely submissive character with him having no long history together.

"That's a good girl. You like feeling my dick banging against the back of your throat don't you? You saved my ass tonight baby. That was a very important client and I know he was thinking about moving his business. But you would have done anything to help me prevent that wouldn't you? You would have blown him if I asked you to."

"I'd rather blow you," Evelyn managed to gasp as she pulled her head up for a moment.

"Of course you would baby because you like the way this cock feels inside you. But if I told you to suck another man I'd expect you to suck him. Do you think you could handle that?"

"If that's what you really wanted," Evelyn said in a soft whimper.

"Good girl. Now open wide and get ready for your desert."

Simon was a man who seemed to produce a large amount of cum, which was fine with Evelyn because it just confirmed his virility and gave her what she craved. With his cock pointed straight up in the car seat it was like striking white oil when he began to climax. It was a gusher all right and the best way to cap the well was with her hungry mouth.

"I'm going to make a lot of money off of this dinner baby. I want to buy you something special. What do you want?" asked Simon.

"A collar."


CHAPTER 5:

Evelyn had no idea what a collar symbolized in the BDSM world but she had seen videos of girls with collars or on a leash and she thought it looked sexy. Cal would probably freak out if he ever saw her wearing it but in her mind it was still more of a fashion statement than a sign of ownership.

It was a strange night for both Evelyn and Simon as they ended up sleeping in the same bed in this body configuration and made love several times before they fell asleep. Most of it was pretty rough but they did slip some softer, gentler screwing into the mix as well.

The next day they went to a sex shop and Evelyn picked out a nice black leather collar with studs that she thought looked pretty hot. Simon also picked up some handcuffs and a few other knickknacks from the bondage room and they couldn't wait to get home and try them out.

At one point Simon handcuffed her to the railing of the staircase and then walked off into his office to do some work. Periodically he would come back and fuck her for a while and then go about his business again. It was strangely arousing to be kept like that and each time she heard his footsteps approaching her heart beat a little faster. She should have been furious at the asshole for wasting her time like that but instead it just made her appreciate each thrust that he bestowed upon her when he put in an appearance.

She was finally released when Simon said he was hungry and wanted her to make lunch but she was getting quite a kick out of this game and went to the kitchen happily. If the situation were reversed and it was Evan with Kelly Evan was pretty certain things would not play out this way. It just wasn't in his nature to be this controlling, let alone this blunt about it. Perhaps that's why Evelyn was so good at taking on this role. Evan had always tried to be the "nice guy" but so many women seemed to prefer the "bad boy" type. Now it started to make some sense. Nice guys could be seen as kind of weak but the bad boy pushed some kind of a button in the female psyche that they hated to admit was there.

Messing around with the bondage stuff was pretty intense. Simon wasn't trying to hurt her and would have stopped immediately if she had asked him to but he could be pretty aggressive about using her body and tossing her around. As fun as it was it was almost a relief when the drug wore off and Evan could slump off to his room for some much needed rest.

Cal was a guy Evelyn could fall in love with but she could also totally see herself as Simon's sex slave, or submissive at any rate. His fuck toy. His cum bucket. Whatever. Evelyn wasn't big on labels anyway. On the other hand at dinner with Mrs. Campbell bending her ear about marriage she could easily picture herself as Simon's wife, hosting fabulous dinner parties in smart dresses and helping him build his financial empire.

Maybe it was a good thing that Evan had such a vivid imagination. From the very first time he had transformed he had used that to create a sexpot character that was supposed to annoy Cal and piss him off. Even though he had no experience being a girl and flirting with boys it had been surprisingly easy to do once he let his imagination start to roam. There were times during that weekend when female behavior just sort of manifested itself on its own but there were times where it was all sort of a giant work of fiction.

On the TG scene Evelyn was usually playing the party girl. Her clothes were a little too skimpy and her attitude was anything for a good time. She liked toying with men but she was also willing to deliver the goods. She liked to strut her stuff and got a kick out of knowing how many guys were getting hard in their pants dreaming about a chance to fuck her. She and Kelly were a dynamic duo of sin.

When she was with Cal she often had to try to force the party girl thing into the situation because she was so tempted to just melt into his arms and whimper as he whispered sweet nothings into her ear and slid his majestic cock in and out of her pussy. Cal touched her heart but it was her erogenous zones that she really wanted touched.

Now she was tinkering with some kind of BDSM thing with Simon and enjoying it as much as any of the other things she had tried. So far the one thing that most of the roles she had played had in common was the fact that they were defined by her sexual relations with men, aside from her lesbian encounters with Kelly. Perhaps it was better to say that Evelyn only existed in a sexual capacity one way or another.

She had no sense of identity as a woman other than how she planned to get fucked. Her dinner date with Simon had been the first time she had sort of stepped out onto the stage as a female in a non-sexual role and she had enjoyed herself thoroughly. Of course the moment they were back in the car she had Simon's cock out and was giving him head which had led to a pretty much continuous fuck fest until the drug wore off again but she kind of liked the character she had created for that evening. She even liked the story about the cat and sort of wished that it was true.

Evan's existence was becoming less and less important all the time but he was still the "real" person behind the mask. He didn't have to make up stories about his life because he had actually lived them. His childhood experiences, his romances, his work history were all still clear in his mind. Yet because it was so much more fun to be Evelyn and so much easier to get laid she was pushing Evan to the side even if she didn't realize it or didn't bother to think of where that might lead.

We are all so much a product of our upbringing and our experiences shape us and mold us along the way. Very few people get the chance to simply become someone entirely new and different overnight. The roadmap for such a journey is not clearly marked. Evelyn had existed, off and on, for barely more than a year so far yet she had come to life as a full grown woman. Now that the female remained more on than off it remained to be seen what sort of woman she was actually becoming.


CHAPTER 6:

One evening Evan and Simon were sitting in the living room watching some television when Simon used the remote to turn the sound down.

"Hey, there's something I want to talk to you about," said Simon, sounding very serious for some reason. "When we were messing around in the car were you just acting when you said you'd do another guy if I asked you to?"

"Fuck, I really don't know," Evan replied. "I wasn't joking at the moment but I was also pretty horny and caught up in your whole alpha male vibe. Why do you ask?"

"I've got a really important client coming in from Texas. Comes from an oil family originally but he's diversified into all sorts of things and we've got a deal on the table that could make a bundle. This guy is a total horn dog and expects the works when he pops by for a visit. That usually means getting him a really expensive call girl or two but what I think would impress him even more is if I offered him my own girlfriend for the weekend," Simon explained with no real trace of discomfort or embarrassment.

"Wow, maybe you should have waited until I was Evelyn to ask that," Evan joked. "Your cock has a pretty powerful influence on her."

"I specifically didn't want to ask you when you were Evelyn. I didn't want it to be something you'd agree to do in a moment of passion as a female and then regret not having considered carefully first. I wanted to see if you really were my bitch."

With that Simon stood up and pulled his pants down to the floor. He unbuttoned his shirt and let it hang open. Then he casually sat back down and looked hard at Evan.

"Get over here and suck my cock bitch boy," Simon commanded. "You wanted it the other day...now here it is."

Evan was kind of frozen in his spot for a moment. The ugly proposition to be whored out to a client and now this blatant assault on his manhood was so out of the blue. Still Evan couldn't help but stare at Simon's cock and knew that he was totally aroused by the sight of it. Simon was definitely pushing the envelope of their domination game. It was kind of time to put up or shut up.

Slowly Evan got up and walked over to where Simon was sitting. Then he dropped to his knees and began to stroke Simon's cock. It felt the same as it always did when he was Evelyn he noted. It felt the same as it did when he had grabbed it after pulling off Simon's towel. It tasted the same too once it was in his mouth. It was all so wrong and so weird but Evan didn't care anymore. Sex had become everything. He sucked cocks all the time as Evelyn, why not do it as Evan? What was the difference really? It was more fun to be Evelyn and to be pretty and to have a sexy body but it wasn't like she blacked out afterwards and forgot the experience later when she was back to being a man. Evan knew what Simon's cum tasted like and had no real objection to tasting it again now, even if he wasn't in his female persona.

Perhaps the most startling revelation was the fact that Simon really was becoming his master. Kelly was fun and kind of the ring leader when they were both girls originally but they were way more like partners now. Simon obviously was enjoying their new role play and wanted to take it to another level. Evan felt compelled to go along, not because he was in love with Simon exactly, certainly not in the way he loved Cal, but because Simon did something to him that tapped into the deepest and darkest corners of his soul. It was frightening yet exhilarating at the same time.

"You know I didn't think that letting you suck my cock was a good idea before but I know you've been thinking about it a lot and I wanted to give you this gift," said Simon as he stroked Evan's hair rather compassionately. "I know it's been tough for you dealing with your conflicting emotions and desires but it's perfectly fine to let it all out. Just don't plan on making a habit of it when you're not Evelyn. I like girls not guys but I'm willing to make an exception in this case."

Simon's words only confused Evan even more but he kept sucking and licking and being aroused almost to the point of insanity. Maybe he was insane he thought. What else would make him do something like this? Why in the world would he find this kind of degradation so appealing? Male or female he wanted to serve Simon's needs for some reason.

Soon Simon was ejaculating into Evan's mouth and there was no thought on Evan's mind other than finishing Simon up just as he would have done as Evelyn. Simon let out a great groan of relief and sat back in his chair, stretching his arms out and looking quite pleased.

"Now go take a pill and wait for me in bed," Simon ordered. "I think you've earned a good fucking for this. Just lie there naked masturbating for a while and then I'll come up and stuff your pussy when I'm ready."

Evan obeyed and soon Evelyn was lying on the bed with her legs spread, playing with her snatch as ordered. There was no hesitation at all to comply. She felt no guilt or remorse over what she had just done as a man or what she knew she was going to do with some stranger from Texas. If it was still a game it was one that she was willing to play a bit longer.

There was no more dominance that night as Simon came and made sweet love to her. Was this a reward for having been so obedient? If it was she appreciated it. Maybe this is how this whole thing worked. Follow orders, submit to Simon, and get rewarded in between for doing her job well. Why not? Simon made it possible for her to be Evelyn pretty much whenever she wanted. Simon didn't charge rent or ask her to chip in for the groceries or the utilities. Without Simon she would just be Evan, slaving away at a crappy job and trying to come up with excuses to be away from home for 48 hours every now and then. They made some money of the web cam thing but it was hardly a fortune and it did take up a lot of time.

Kinky unconventional sex can be a pretty powerful drug in its own right. Once you get past the built-in reluctance to engage in something taboo you often feel the need for more and more and more. Maybe this was nothing more than a phase. Something new to try.

There was no question that Evelyn was seriously obsessed with Simon's cock and it appeared that Evan shared the sentiment. It was so stupid really. A cock is a cock. Simon's wasn't the biggest in the world but it was beautiful to her. It represented a type of manhood that Evan never possessed. Simon also had the commanding presence and the will to use that cock worship to his advantage.

More than anything Simon seemed like the kind of man that Evan had always wished he could be. Successful, independent, confidant...and better hung. Being around a man like that seemed to just make Evan feel even less like a "real" man than ever. Maybe that wasn't such a bad thing Evelyn thought as she felt herself being thoroughly satisfied by Simon's member. Nobody was making her do anything that she didn't want to do. Even fucking the guy from Texas wasn't that big of a deal. She hadn't always been that choosy when hooking up with someone at the club. If it helped Simon she was glad to do it, especially if it led to another sweet reward like this one.


CHAPTER 7:

Evelyn once again got to get dressed up for a night at an elegant restaurant but this time she also packed a bag with some things for the weekend. Simon had made dinner reservations at the hotel where Howard, the client from Texas, was staying. Howard was expecting Simon to bring along a "date" for him at dinner so he was a little surprised when Simon arrived with Evelyn on his arm and no other woman in sight.

"Well I can see that Simon shares my good taste in women," said Howard once the introductions had been made.

Howard was an older man but not hideous by any means. He spoke with a bit of a drawl but he was nothing like Evelyn had been picturing. There was no cowboy hat or string tie. He wasn't loud and blustering. He was actually quite well-dressed in an expensive tailored suit.

"Is it just the three of us for dinner?" asked Howard.

"Actually I thought it would just be the two of you, if you don't mind," Simon replied. "We can talk business on the phone sometime this weekend...if you get the chance. My plate's pretty full at the moment so perhaps you wouldn't mind entertaining my girlfriend while you're here. It's a big favor to ask, I know, but I hate the thought of you rattling around all weekend being bored out of your skull."

"Not at all, not at all. I'm sure I'm the one who will be entertained by being in the company of this charming little lady," said Howard, obviously aware that it was Simon doing the favor, not the other way around.

"Then I'll leave you two to get better acquainted. Have fun dear," said Simon as he kissed Evelyn on the cheek before departing.

"You have a very trusting boyfriend to leave you alone with another man for a whole weekend," Howard commented slyly while they looked at their menus.

"Let's say I have a very understanding boyfriend who takes his business very seriously," Evelyn replied.

"So do I and building relationships is a very important part of business. Of course I'd never do anything that wasn't profitable just because of a relationship."

"Of course not," said Evelyn as she allowed her hand to rest on Howard's.

As they continued to chat through dinner Evelyn had the distinct impression that Howard was kind of testing her to see if she really was Simon's girlfriend or just a hooker he had paid to stand in for the part. It was obvious that the distinction actually mattered to Howard. Although it seemed silly to care one way or the other Evelyn could sort of understand the importance. A man is usually protective of his woman and jealous if he thinks that some other man has designs on her. Women often feel the same way too, of course, but Evelyn was thinking more about her own male experiences. For Simon to offer up his own woman for Howard's pleasure was a generous gift indeed.

Fortunately Evelyn had no trouble at all convincing Howard that she and Simon were a couple, which they actually were these days. She played her part to perfection and Howard was suitably impressed. She must really be devoted to the guy to do this thought Howard. He had never had a woman in his life that would have made that kind of sacrifice for him. He was anxious to see how she performed in bed. Agreeing to do something and actually doing it enthusiastically were two different things. He was afraid she might break down in tears or run out of the room when confronted with the reality of the situation.

They wasted no more time once dinner was consumed and headed straight up to the penthouse room that Howard was staying in. The place was a marvel to Evelyn who had never seen anything quite like it. There was even a baby grand piano, though it seemed unlikely that Howard was planning to serenade her.

Once they got inside the penthouse Howard instructed Evelyn to unzip her dress and let it fall to the floor. She did so without hesitation and stood before him in just her panties and shoes as the dress didn't really allow for the wearing of a bra.

"I'm going to be frank with you," said Howard as he began to walk around Evelyn in a circle. "I usually fuck whores on business trips like this and I like to fuck whores because I'm too old to screw around with a lot of small talk and sentiment with total strangers. I know you're Simon's girlfriend but if you're going to spend the weekend with me I'm going to treat you like a whore. If that bothers you too much now would be the time to pull your dress back up and get the hell out. I'm sure someone at the desk could provide me with company for the right price."

Evelyn just smiled as she stepped out of the dress completely and then pulled off her panties. Howard grinned broadly as he began to strip out of his own clothing. The suit may have been expensive but it just went flying in all directions.

There was a very large chair in the sunken living room area and Howard went and sat on it. Then he patted his legs indicating that he wanted Evelyn to join him. She strolled over to where he was seated and stood between his legs.

"Which way do you want me?" she asked seductively.

"Why don't you just climb on up here facing me?" said Howard. "I want to see those lovely titties bouncing as you ride my cock."

The chair was so large that it wasn't difficult at all to get her legs completely around Howard as she let herself slide down his erect pole. Howard grabbed her butt and began to lift her up and down but Evelyn soon supplied the power herself for the most part freeing Howard's hands for other things.

"Are you the kind of girl who just gets off on this sort of thing or are you getting something out of the deal? A fur coat? A diamond necklace? An engagement ring? What kind of a whore are you anyway?"

"A horny one," Evelyn replied.

"Oh that's even better baby. Even the best whores are usually just going through the motions. I can always tell. I have to pretend like they're actually enjoying themselves but you like riding my cock don't you?"

"Oh yes," she purred.

"That's good because you're going to be doing a lot of that for the next 48 hours, more or less."

48 hours. The magic time. It seemed like a million years ago when she had taken the pill for the first time and transformed into Evelyn for what she thought would be the worst 48 hours of her life. The idea of just being in a girl's body for a whole weekend seemed literally like the end of the world. The most humiliating thing a man could do. My how things had changed.

Once she had tasted the forbidden fruit there seemed to be no turning back. Being female had been terrifying and then exciting and now was all-consuming. At first it had been sort of empowering as she had felt in control in a way that she never had as a man, to pick and choose anyone she liked knowing that they would gladly bed her in a heartbeat. Now, somehow, it had gone back to being theoretically humiliating but for some reason that didn't bother her anymore. It actually turned her on.

Ultimately some part of her brain knew that she was still in control. If she got really offended by this guy's behavior she could just get dressed and leave. She wasn't getting a coat or a diamond or anything else out of this that might make her more apprehensive about quitting. She was just doing it for the hell of it. Because Simon wanted her to. But even her submission to Simon was her own choice. She could tell him to knock it off. She could refuse to sleep with him anymore if he didn't treat her right. She wasn't really a slave being held captive by some cruel master. She enjoyed this little fantasy escapade of being dominated and if she ever grew tired of it she could just quit. At least that's what she told herself.

As she continued to bump and grind on Howard's lap he clutched at her boobs and squeezed and pinched. She leaned forward and let him bury his face in between her tits. Even though Evelyn was doing most of the work Howard seemed to be straining a bit. Well, that probably wasn't too surprising. He wasn't that young and he definitely didn't look like he was in great shape. That probably meant that they wouldn't be trying anything too exotic this weekend. It looked more like meat and potatoes fucking with long breaks in between for recovery.

Howard didn't last too terribly long and afterwards he ordered champagne which they sipped in the giant tub that was a particularly nice feature of the room. Evelyn was a little surprised that his demeanor seemed to change in the tub. They chatted more pleasantly as they had done at dinner and all of the whore talk disappeared for the moment. She wondered if that was just what he needed to get it up or something. That was certainly plausible. Maybe Howard had his own little games to play.

They went to bed after finishing their champagne and Howard fucked her on her back before they went to sleep. That too had been fairly brief, compared to what Evelyn was used to, but it was kind of nice. It seemed like Howard was really trying to make sure that she got off , which she did despite the brevity of the copulation. There wasn't really any cuddling or anything like that. Howard just rolled over on his side and passed out. Evelyn stayed awake a little longer but soon she was snoozing too.

The whole thing was actually much more pleasant so far than she had imagined it would be. Hardly worth a diamond necklace but hopefully Simon would show his appreciation somehow.


CHAPTER 8:

Simon's appreciation initially came in the form of a rather large check. The deal he had made with Howard was a substantial one and Simon told her that he had been planning to share the windfall with her but didn't want to use that as an inducement.

"You should put some of that away for a rainy day," Simon suggested. "It's your escape money."

"Do I need escape money?" asked Evelyn.

"Everybody needs escape money. It's the lack of money that usually keeps people in situations that they don't want to be in. Jobs, towns, relationships. If you ever want to just pickup and go somewhere you can do it. It's important to me that you don't feel trapped. If I put restraints on your body they're just temporary and for pleasure. I want you to be free. Then I'll know for sure that it means something when you submit to my will."

Evelyn couldn't think of anyone else she knew who would have had the sophistication and eloquence, including herself, who could have made a gesture quite like that. The money had come as a surprise but the speech was a total shock. It was a strange dichotomy because she really did have the money to get out and start life on her own but she felt more drawn to Simon than ever. Maybe that had been his plan all along. Well if it was it certainly worked. Instead of hugging and kissing him or dancing around the room to show her appreciation she just got up and walked out.

When she returned she was buck naked except for the collar around her neck. She went over to where he was sitting on got on her knees in front of him and waited patiently for his command.

"Good girl. You've made me very happy," said Simon in a kind voice.

They just sat there like that for a while before Simon got up and fastened a leash to her collar. He then pulled her to her feet and led her to his bedroom. She was then handcuffed to the bed and instructed to describe exactly what she had done with Howard in intimate detail as Simon slowly fucked her. It was so strange to be talking about her sexual activities with Howard while Simon was inside her but she held nothing back and didn't try to shade the story one way or the other. She could have run Howard down to boost Simon's ego or built him up to make Simon jealous but she didn't. She just stated the facts to the best of her recollection and answered any questions Simon posed along the way.

"I was thinking maybe we should get some kind of device or equipment," Simon suggested casually once they had completed their session. "You know, some kind of chair or post or whatever. Is that something you think you could handle?"

"If that's what you want," Evelyn replied.

"Good. I'll look into it."

Kelly hadn't completely vanished from the world but she was becoming a pretty infrequent visitor and Evelyn wondered why. Unlike Evan, Simon had chosen to take the pill and become a girl. Simon had been changing into Kelly long before Evelyn had appeared on the scene and Kelly had already developed a reputation as one of the most popular TGs in the area. Kelly taught Evelyn everything she knew about being a woman. Was it just a hobby that Simon had picked up and was losing interest in now that he had a relationship with Evelyn? Or was there something really deeper to the significance? Did Simon just really enjoy this power trip better or was he making some last ditch effort to prove his manhood to himself? There had to be something inside him that thought the idea of turning into a woman and fucking men sounded appealing or he never would have done it in the first place.

Maybe the reluctance to have sex with Evan as a man was more an indication of Simon trying to fight a temptation that was already inside him than a genuine disdain for the concept of guy on guy sexuality. Simon had eventually let Evan give him head, which was kind of a strange thing for a man to do if he really hated the concept of gay sex that much.

Evelyn didn't mind in the least that she had to transform to have sex with Simon. She loved transforming. Loved being female. She kind of missed her old pal Kelly and the wicked adventures they used to go on but she was getting plenty of action right here at home.

If Simon was waging some sort of war within himself over his sexual preferences Evelyn wasn't going to try and stop him. It did make her feel a little guilty that she hadn't put up much of a fight at all and had accepted her preference for male bedmates and a female identity rather quickly.

Then Evelyn thought back to when she had first met Simon. She seemed to recall that he had admitted having sexual fantasies about men while watching pornography and had even "dipped his toe into the gay pool" as he had put it but found that he didn't enjoy sex with men unless he was transformed into a woman first. That had all made sense to Evelyn at the time since it was basically the way she felt. Evelyn also knew how tremendously addictive the drug could be. Fortunately it wore off quickly enough but she suspected that if they came up with a pill that transformed you permanently she would be sorely tempted to take it no matter what complications it caused her life. Maybe Simon had that same concern but not the same willingness to jump into permanent womanhood.

The pill obviously did something to your brain as well as your body. It seemed like the more you took it the more you became like the target gender even after the drug had worn off. When Evan had only been able to take it sporadically there was more guilt and soul searching, especially at the beginning, but as  becoming Evelyn became easier and more frequent those remorseful thoughts had greatly subsided. Evan just didn't really care that much anymore if he was gay or bi-sexual or transgendered or whatever. There really wasn't anyone to come out of the closet to except his parents and a few of his old friends who had no idea what he had been doing but Evan wasn't exactly sure what closet he was in.

It had been a while since Evan and Cal had gotten together as old male buddies and that sounded kind of appealing to Evan at the moment. Whatever their sexual experiences together had been Evan still thought of Cal as his best friend and sort of missed just hanging out together.

Beer and wings at their old favorite sports bar sounded pretty tasty so Evan gave Cal a call and set it up. Evan certainly wasn't a captive and Simon didn't ask questions whenever Evan or Evelyn wanted to go out on their own but that just hadn't happened much lately. It actually felt kind of good to get out of the house with absolutely no sexual agenda and it would certainly be nostalgic, if nothing else, to spend some male bonding time with Cal again.


CHAPTER 9:

"I sure don't see you guys much these days," said Cal as he took a sip from his beer. "You don't seem to be doing the webcam thing as often either. Is the system working all right?"

"No it's fine. I guess we just haven't been in the mood to do it as much lately," Evan replied. "What about you? You still hanging with that Leroy dude and banging TGs at the club?"

"Sometimes. It's just not as much fun when it's not you and Kelly. Well I mean you when you're not you but Evelyn."

"I figured that's what you meant," Evan said with a smile. "It sure does seem like a pussy goldmine. All those chicks with just 48 hours of womanhood and nothing but sex on their minds."

"Do you ever do it? I mean do it as a man with some other TG just for kicks? I've always kind of wondered whether you ever banged Kelly for example. Obviously I'm crazy about you when you're Evelyn but Kelly is pretty hot. I could totally see you wanting to get your dick in her."

"No, not exactly. It's sort of the other way around," Evan admitted.

"You mean you've fucked Simon when you were a girl?"

"Yeah."

"A lot?" asked Cal.

"A lot lately. I suppose that's why I haven't been as much on the scene. We've been spending more time at home lately."

"Do you love the guy?"

"Not exactly in the way I think you mean it, if that makes any sense. We've got kind of a strange relationship in a way, I mean aside from me needing to take a pill to become a girl," Evan chuckled. "You know I wasn't really planning on coming here to talk about this kind of stuff. I figured we'd just have a few brews and watch the game."

"That's cool," said Cal. "I was just making conversation."

They watched the game on the big screen TV for a while and tried to act like it was the old days but it didn't seem to last very long.

"So in what way is your relationship with Simon kind of strange?" Cal inquired.

"Oh...we've been playing around with some bondage and shit like that," Evan said as casually as he could.

"Jesus! What started that?"

"I don't know really. It just kind of happened. It's no big deal. People do that stuff all the time."

"I just figured that Simon was a...you know...gay or something."

"Like me you mean?"

"No, I don't think of you like that," Cal protested.

"It's kind of hard not to. I'm a man who likes to take a drug so that he can fuck other men," Evan pointed out.

"Maybe this isn't the best place to have this discussion," Cal said nervously as he looked around the room to see if anyone could hear them.

"Honestly I don't really care anymore whether I'm gay or straight or something in between. It feels really good to be that free. I think I'm still exploring and learning things about myself all the time. I thought that maybe going out and doing guy stuff like this again would make me slip back into my old ways but in all honesty sitting here with you like this doesn't make my feelings for you go away. I can't block the memory of your touch on my bare skin out of my mind anymore. I can't look at you and not feel a little tingle run down my spine. I know I could never satisfy you in this body and I totally understand it but at this point in time I'd do you in a heartbeat with or without the pill."

"Holy crap," said Cal softly.

"Yeah, you said it. How totally different my life would be right now if I hadn't lost that bet."

"I kind of wish you hadn't."

"Do you really?"

"Not if you're happier this way I guess."

"Happy, happier, happiest...whatever it is I don't have any real regrets," said Evan. "So are you jealous that Simon's been banging me?"

"No...well, yeah a little. I mean I know you fuck all kinds of guys as Evelyn but those are just one-night-stands that don't mean anything. Now you tell me you're banging the guy you live with and letting him tie you up and shit. I thought we kind of had something going."

"Well we do but I thought we were sort of comfortable in a friends with benefits kind of thing. I'm still comfortable in that completely unless you're suggesting that we ramp it up to something higher," said Evan.

"Shit I don't know," Cal stammered, getting a little flustered by this line of conversation. "What do you mean exactly? You know I don't make enough money to support the two of us or anything like that."

"It's cool. Relax. What I've got going with Simon doesn't change the way I feel about you. You've always been the most dangerous man in my life because I know I could fall head over heels for you without even trying. We're just really good together. We always have been. And most importantly we've always been able to be honest with each other. Let's never lose that."

"You're right. You're absolutely right. I don't have any business being jealous of Simon but I really appreciate the fact that you feel like you can tell me stuff like that. Even if this isn't probably the ideal spot for it," Cal joked.

"You want to get out of here and fuck me?" asked Evan.

"Ah...you mean you've got a pill with you?"

"Yes, I've always got a pill with me these days," Evan chuckled. "We don't we go somewhere where I can pop this thing and then see if I can get you to pop?"

Cal wasn't about to turn down an invitation like that even if they hadn't finished their pitcher of beer yet and the outcome of the game was still very much in jeopardy. Getting your dick wet pretty much trumped everything else when it came down to choosing entertainment options.

They went back to Cal's house and Evan transformed into Evelyn. She didn't have any female clothes but she figured she wouldn't need them at the moment. Of course she would have to go home dressed in Evan's clothes and Simon would surely know that she had been fucking someone but that was just a bridge she would have to cross...unless she stayed with Cal for the next 48 hours and made up some excuse.

Cal was already naked as Evelyn came out of the bathroom, equally nude, and the two of them got on the bed together. Cal was sitting on his knees with his legs folded under him and Evelyn settled down in front of him with her back to his body. Cal reached down and guided his cock into her waiting pussy and then Evelyn began to raise and lower her pelvis onto his thrusting heat.

There was something especially awesome about being fucked by Cal, aside from the fact that he was such a gorgeous man. It took Evelyn back to the beginning of her womanhood and the first feelings of ecstasy at being in a female body. The dangerous game she had played, toying with his affections to get even with him for winning the bet, and then having the tables turned so completely when she discovered how good it felt to feel him inside her.

She enjoyed the friendship and the familiarity. How many times they had hung out together in this house or at Evelyn's old place or wherever. The things they had talked about...mostly girls of course and not very consequential but intimate in its own way. They hadn't been especially deep thinkers or big planners. Evelyn's parents where probably right in thinking that Cal was kind of a bad influence on her. What would they think if they saw them like this? Probably be their worst nightmare come to life.

Of course to them their son was doing quite well working for the respectable and ambitious Simon. Evan never hit them up for money or complained about anything. It sounded like he was on the right track. If they only knew.

"Oh baby we haven't done this in way too long," Cal whispered as he cupped Evelyn's breasts and pulled her back so that his head was resting on her shoulder.

"I know. I've missed you so much. Missed feeling your hardness," Evelyn moaned. "Do you remember the first time you touched me as a girl?"

"Of course I do. It was in the tent. You were having trouble getting your bikini top on and you asked me to help. I didn't want to fasten it I wanted to throw it on the ground and grab your tits like I'm doing now."

"But you were too much of a gentleman for that," Evelyn chuckled.

"No, I was too confused," Cal confessed.

"Fortunately it didn't take you too long to make a play for my boobs."

"Well they are pretty spectacular you know. What man could resist you for long?"

Evelyn moved out of her upright position and flattened herself on the bed with her ass sticking up and her head on the mattress. It took a moment for Cal to slightly adjust his angle of attack but he didn't have to pull out in the process. A moment later he was riding her butt as she clutched at the blankets and whimpered.

"Do you remember how we had out silly rating system for chicks and the things that we did with them?" Evelyn asked in between gasps of pleasure.

"Absolutely. It was kind of silly and not very nice I suppose."

"That's okay, men are what they are. I never asked where you put me on the looks scale."

"I would never have put you on that scale."

"Bullshit."

"Okay...I think I had you around an eight or an eight and half at first, but I hadn't seen you naked yet. You're definitely a solid ten in my book now," said Cal.

"You want to go for another ten? I mean, I'm in the perfect position for it," Evelyn pointed out.

Doing anal followed by a facial had been the top score in their book for some reason, more as a degree of difficulty thing in getting a girl to agree to it than as a favorite way of fucking. Still if the lady wanted a dick up her ass Cal wasn't going to object so he moved up to the next portal and resumed thrusting.

Evelyn knew that she was partly offering this as a peace gesture to Cal for making him jealous about Simon but she also enjoyed getting banged in the ass so it was a win-win situation. It wasn't too long before Cal was instructing Evelyn to turn over and he just straddled her chest on his knees as his thick cream began to splash all over her face. It wasn't just a ten, thought Cal, having sex with Evelyn was always off the charts no matter what they did.


CHAPTER 10:

To his credit Simon didn't say a word when Evelyn came home later that evening wearing Evan's clothes. Obviously she had transformed so that she could fuck somebody and Simon guessed that it was probably Cal. Otherwise she would have likely changed first and gone out in female attire and with her makeup on. It was doubtful that she would just hit on some strange guy in the middle of the day and spring the TG surprise on him.

They went to bed together that night and Evelyn thought that Simon might want her to tell him the details of whatever she had done that day, which she was prepared to do, but he didn't ask. Simon seemed to be in kind of a dark mood but it was hard to tell for certain with the rough brand of sex they were now practicing. He usually didn't hesitate to tell her if she was being "punished" for something so it seemed unlikely that he was upset about her going out.

The next day Simon seemed in pretty cheerful spirits. He had some work to do that morning but he offered up a suggestion that caught Evelyn off guard.

"Since you've still got some time left on the pussy meter I thought maybe I'd join you and we'd have a girl's night out on the town."

"Great! I miss my bitch buddy Kelly," Evelyn joked.

"Yeah, I kind of miss her too. Why don't we go see what kind of mischief we can get up to?"

"Absolutely. Count me in!"

So Kelly was making a comeback. Evelyn was delighted. It was like old friends weekend or something. She thought about suggesting that Cal be invited but she was kind of curious to see what Simon, or more precisely, Kelly had in mind.

After dinner they both got dressed up and headed for their favorite underground TG club. It was nice to see some old familiar faces again and they were greeted as the minor celebrities they were in the TG world. The place was jumping and Evelyn wondered if Cal might be there but she didn't see any sign of him.

The girls had made the rounds of meeting and greeting and taken a seat at a booth in the back that was sort of their unofficial headquarters. They had a good view of the dance floor and could easily be approached by anyone who wanted to buy them a drink or something. After a while a very elegant man in an equally elegant suit came up to them and offered to get drinks for both of them. The girls accepted but it wasn't the elegant man who went to the bar. Apparently he had someone to do that for him as a young man they had barely noticed standing behind him was dispatched to the bar.

"I'm Carlo," the man said in some sort of accent that Evelyn thought might be Greek. "And you are Evelyn and you are Kelly, are you not? I've seen you on the Internet."

Carlo didn't offer a last name. Maybe he didn't have one or maybe he just assumed that everyone would know what it was. He was certainly a colorful character, that was for sure. He looked sort of like an aging European movie star or something with his slicked-back hair streaked with silver and his dark glasses, which he wore even inside the club. His manservant, or whatever he was, kept the drinks coming as Carlo fawned over their beauty and sex appeal. Evelyn and Kelly were both eating it up with a spoon.

"Have you ladies ever gone for a ride in a helicopter? The view of the city at night is quite spectacular," said Carlo.

"Why? Do you have one parked outside?" Kelly asked with a giggle.

"Not quite as convenient as that but a short enough drive if you're interested. My pilot can have the craft ready for takeoff as soon as we arrive if I give him a call now," Carlo explained.

"So you want to take us on a helicopter ride right now?" Evelyn asked.

"Yes, why not? I think you will enjoy it."

Evelyn and Kelly looked at each other for a moment and giggled again before agreeing to go on the flight. Carlo had his man call someone, presumably the pilot, and Carlo escorted the girls to his insanely expensive sports car.

"I'm afraid there's only two seats so we'll all have to squeeze in," said Carlo with a laugh as he got behind the wheel.

Kelly ended up on the bottom and Evelyn sat on her lap as they both occupied the passenger seat. It was kind of tricky to get the seatbelt on but they managed somehow and soon they were speeding away.

"Where do you suppose he keeps his butler guy?" Kelly whispered to Evelyn.

"I don't know. Maybe he sort of rolls him up in the trunk."

Carlo drove with a certain reckless abandon but it was a hell of a lot of fun just being in a car this nice and powerful. Soon they arrived at a small airport and Carlo drove straight up to where a helicopter was waiting. They got the answer to where his servant was as another vehicle pulled up behind them shortly and the man from the club and another man appeared from that car.

"Come this way ladies," Carlo said jovially.

The helicopter was a lot bigger than either of the girls had been expecting. It looked sort of like the kind of thing the military would use for transporting troops or something. Once they got inside they could see why it was so large. The place was totally decked out with leather upholstered sofas and overstuffed chairs. There was even a bar and a flat screen TV.

"Why don't you make yourselves comfortable on the sofa there," Carlo suggested. "I'm afraid you'll have to strap in for the takeoff and the landing but once we're up in the air we'll be free to move around as we please."

This was turning into one pretty far out night but the girls were usually up for just about anything that came their way. After a few instructions to the pilot the helicopter began to rise from the ground and soon they were sailing over the trees and the rooftops of the buildings around them. Carlo told them it was all right to unbuckle so they did and pressed their faces to the window to take in the view.

"Yes, it's always like that the first time you fly in one of these," Carlo laughed. "The world seems very different when you're sailing above it."

After flying around for a bit and drinking some champagne Carlo came over to the sofa and sat between the girls. He put a hand on each of their knees.

"You know, making love in a helicopter is especially nice. The vibration from the rotating blades adds to the stimulation."

That was obviously the cue that it was time to start fucking. Evelyn and Kelly shared a wink as Evelyn got on the floor and Kelly unfastened Carlo's belt and pants. Once he was unzipped the two girls wrestled him out of his trousers and shorts. He was sporting a very decent boner and there was plenty of meat there for both women to get their lips on. They attacked from different angles and shared the task of stroking and sucking while Carlo sat back with his arms stretched out along the top of the sofa.

There had been absolutely no doubt in either of their minds what sort of helicopter ride this Carlo fellow had in mind and no hesitation about accepting his invitation. This was exactly the kind of adventure that Evelyn and Kelly were always up for and it was kind of nice to be back in the game again.

"You ladies are too skilled for an old man like me," Carlo said with a hearty laugh. "If I let you go any longer I will be finished and the night is young. Perhaps you would enjoy entertaining yourselves for a time while I watch and try to control my urges."

That was no problem at all for the ladies. Carlo went back to his padded chair and his glass of champagne though he made no effort to cover up or put his pants back on. He just sat with his big erection sticking up as Evelyn and Kelly quickly stripped out of their clothes.

They placed themselves on their knees on top of the sofa, kissing while they reached down and stroked each other's slits. Evelyn thought it was really marvelous to be making love to Kelly again. They were such good friends and their relationship was completely different than it was when Kelly was Simon. It was hard to say which Evelyn preferred because the experience couldn't really be compared but it had been too long since they had been with each other like this and the weirdness of the setting just added to the thrill.

Evelyn kind of took charge, which was not usually the norm, and she placed Kelly on the sofa with her legs open and her pussy exposed. Then she got next to Kelly and began to finger fuck her while Kelly leaned back and began to moan. When Evelyn began to suck on one of Kelly's nipples Carlo came over and sucked on the other one. Kelly was getting a full workout at the moment and loving every minute of it.

Then Evelyn got back on the floor and began to lap at Kelly's pussy, which was dripping wet by this point. Kelly was really squirming and beginning to cum very hard. The vibrations really did seem to add to the stimulation!

Suddenly Evelyn could feel hands on her hips pulling her rear end up a little higher and a moment later Carlo had penetrated her equally moist gash. It was a slightly awkward position that caused Carlo to sort of hunch over Evelyn's ass but the old guy seemed to manage just fine.

The little break had given Carlo kind of a "second wind" but he still didn't last too much longer once his dick was snuggly nestled inside Evelyn. With a rather restrained series of groans Carlo unloaded his sperm. Even the man's sex noises were elegant Evelyn thought.

Carlo retired to the chair again as Evelyn and Kelly continued to play for a while longer. It was hard to tell how long they had been up in the air or how far they had traveled. Time had just kind of disappeared.

Eventually everyone got dressed and had a little more champagne and it became obvious that they were heading for home. A helicopter only has so much fuel.


CHAPTER 11:

"I hope you ladies enjoyed yourself," said Carlo with a smile.

They assured him that they had enjoyed themselves thoroughly.

"Good," Carlo continued. "I would like to invite you both to join me on one of my little pleasure cruises. Perhaps you've heard about them? No? Well I like to get a group of friends together on my boat sometimes and just sort of sail up and down one coast or another. I have an excellent chef who prepares magnificent meals, the boat is stocked with the finest beverages, and we basically just have one long party! Sometimes we stop along the way to shop or dine or take in the local color but the party never really ends whether we're on land or sea. What do you say? Does that sound like fun?"

"How long do these cruises last?" asked Kelly.

"Oh, usually a couple of weeks or so. It depends on where we're going and how much fun everyone is having. You see I just send the boat ahead to whatever destination seems amusing and then we all fly to wherever that is and jump onboard. I pay for everything of course."

"It sounds tempting but I don't know if I could clear that much time. I kind of have schedules that aren't so flexible," said Kelly.

"What about you my dear?" Carlo asked Evelyn.

"Well, I don't know. It sounds like fun all right but a few weeks is kind of a long time," Evelyn replied.

"It's just a vacation. If you have urgent business or you become bored with the thing I will gladly fly you home at the first opportunity to put into port," Carlo volunteered. "I really like you girls and I especially like girls like you. There's so much more spirit when one chooses their own body, don't you think? So much raging desire waiting to get out. I think you'll like the company. It's an interesting mix of movie stars and politicians and athletes and business tycoons. There should be something for just about every taste."

The girls promised that they would think about it and Carlo gave them instructions as to how they could contact him. Then they were on the ground and Carlo sped away alone in his roadster while the butler guy, who apparently had been up in the cockpit of the helicopter the whole time, drove them back to the club where their car was parked.

It wasn't easy to get the henchmen into a conversation but they did discover that his name was Alberto. He was actually pretty cute when they got a better look at him. With his well-developed physique it was a good guess that he was Carlo's bodyguard more than his butler.

"So what's up with that guy?" Kelly asked. "Is he just super rich?"

"Yes, that pretty much sums it up," said Alberto rather flatly. "He enjoys life and all the good things in it."

"I guess when you have that kind of money you can find all sorts of good things to enjoy," said Evelyn.

"It certainly helps," replied Alberto.

When they finally got home rather late that night they had an interesting decision to make. Evelyn had taken the pill the day before so it would be wearing off soon but Kelly had just taken it that evening so she had another day as a woman ahead of her. Given the recent dynamic of their male/female relationship it might be kind of strange for Evan to be the guy while Simon was still the girl. It did open up some possibilities but Evelyn volunteered to take another dose and remain female for two more days. That way they could have some more girly time together and there would be no awkward gender mash up.

"So what do you think about that cruise idea?" Kelly asked Evelyn as they were curling up in bed.

"I don't know. Sounds like it could be a blast. I've never met anyone famous before. Or it could be some sort of sex slave thing I suppose," said Evelyn.

"I kind of doubt that. He had us in a helicopter for fuck's sake. He could have flown us anywhere if he wanted to. I think he's just one of those TG sugar daddies who likes to get his kink on. Still, I don't know if I can really be away from my work for that long."

"Maybe a vacation would be good for you," Evelyn suggested. "You do work so awfully hard and you're making good money right now. Why not treat yourself to a little getaway?"

"You just want to fuck a movie star," Kelly teased.

"Maybe...just a bit. I'll bet it's more like a lot of fat old rich dudes."

"You may be right but if he's as rich as he seems he probably has lots of friends of all types," Kelly pointed out.

"And I suppose there's nothing wrong with fat old rich dudes...if they're rich enough," Evelyn giggled.

"Why you gold digging little tramp! Is that what you want? Kiss up to some rich guy who'll make you his mistress or something?"

"No, not really. I'm pretty happy where I am. But if someone wants to buy us some nice gifts or whatever..."

"You're such a whore," said Kelly shaking her head.

"Don't knock it till you've tried it," Evelyn shot back in jest.

"Hey, I'm really sorry about that. I don't know why I ever asked you to do something so crass and awful."

"Forget about it. You didn't. It was that jerk Simon. You know what pigs men are. And I was happy to do it. I have absolutely no regrets. And let's be honest, if that dude had just been a truck driver and didn't have a private luxury helicopter would we have jumped all over his dick like we did based on his looks alone? I think not. It seemed like a fair trade and everybody had a good time. I really don't mind being a whore all that much if that's what I really am," said Evelyn with a shrug.

"Well you're not a cheap whore I'll give you that," quipped Kelly. "Unless you've blown all that money already you don't really need to be a whore you know."

"No, I've still got it. If I do any whoring now it'll be for fun as much as for profit. I say we go for it."

"Ah, shit I had a feeling you'd say that. A couple of weeks is a long time to stay female you know," Kelly pointed out.

"I'm pretty used to it by now. I'm in this body a hell of a lot more than I am in my old one."

"That's true. I guess I hadn't really thought of that way."

"Are you worried about being a woman for that long?" asked Evelyn.

"Maybe a little. I haven't done it as much lately. But what the hell, how many chances do we get to go party on some billionaire's yacht?"

So that was that. They had no idea exactly what was in store but they figured that they were more or less going along as the hired snatch. One heard stories about this sort of thing in the TG world all the time but nobody ever seemed to have any first knowledge, it was always something they heard from someone else. At any rate it would be an adventure and that was something that they had a hard time resisting, especially when they were both together as females.


CHAPTER 12:

"Holy shit! Look at that thing," Evelyn cried as they were being shuttled out to the yacht.

Yacht was kind of selling it short, it was more like a small cruise liner. They had no idea whether Carlo was renting it or actually owned the damn thing but it must have been costing him a small fortune to throw this kind of shindig either way.

They had been flown to Greece, where the boat was currently docked and had naturally gone as men since they needed passports and whatnot. They had spent the night in a hotel and were requested to transform right before coming aboard so that's what they had done.

There had been a lot of shopping to stock up on suitable swimwear and sightseeing apparel and so on but it was highly possible that Carlo would provide anything they needed. For all they knew they were going to spend the whole time naked or something but they hoped they would get a little time for other things.

As they came onboard they were greeted by a very attractive middle-aged lady who identified herself simply as Liz, a personal assistant of Carlo's. Apparently she was sort of their "den mother" for this excursion and she led the way to their cabin.

It appeared that the ostentatious thing had a ton of luxury staterooms as they peeked in a few open doors along the way but they were taken to a large communal bedroom where apparently all of the "party girls" were expected to bunk together. Bunk was hardly the word as the room was very nice and large enough to accommodate three good-sized beds.

"There will be six of you in all sleeping in here in three beds. I hope that's not a problem," said Liz.

"Not as long as we're both in the same bed," Evelyn said giving Kelly's hand a squeeze.

"Excellent. Since you're the first to arrive you can pick which bed you prefer. The one over there has the best view but that one in the corner is probably the most private," Liz continued. "You have plenty of closet space, as you see, and the ship is well-stocked with anything you might need in the way of toiletries or cosmetics and so on. Just ask if you need anything...anything at all."

"So what are the ground rules?" Kelly asked as she tried out one of the beds for comfort.

"This is your first cruise, isn't it? Well, it may take a little getting used to at first but if you're the open-minded type I think you'll have a marvelous time. There will be a lot of important gentlemen on this trip and we hope that you'll enjoy providing them with company and companionship. Of course you'll have plenty of free time along the way but Carlo likes to promote a party atmosphere. Hopefully you girls enjoy partying."

"Is there some kind of dress code...or lack of one?" Evelyn asked.

"I would suggest that a bathing suit would be appropriate on deck most of the time. We usually dress for dinner but it's not formal or anything. Things tend to get very casual on this trips so you'll see how everyone else is dressed. It's actually a great opportunity to sunbathe without getting any tan lines. Now my other main responsibility, aside from looking after your needs, is to make sure that you all take your pills on schedule. I'll provide them every 48 hours and make sure that you don't forget. It's easy to lose track of the time when you're just having a good time around the clock," said Liz with a smile. "Have fun girls and let me know if you need anything."

"The bed with the view?" asked Kelly.

"Why not?" Evelyn replied.

"So what do you think of the warden?"

"Liz? She seems nice enough. Why do you suppose she emphasized getting us anything at all like that? What do you suppose she meant?"

"I'm guessing she meant ecstasy or cocaine or something like that. Maybe some of the girls aren't quite as willing to party all night without stimulation," Kelly replied.

"I hope I don't feel compelled to use that stuff but I suppose I'll try just about anything once," said Evelyn with a shrug.

Kelly and Evelyn unpacked and stretched out on the bed. The rest of the girls filtered in soon enough and everyone made their introductions. They were all very pretty TGs from all over the place. Three of the girls had been on these cruises before, which was somewhat of a relief actually because they had come back apparently of their own free will.

"So what's the score with this thing?" Kelly asked as they were all changing into their bikinis.

"Well it's pretty much a big fuck fest," said Sheryl, one of the veterans of the cruise experience. "There's a lot of guys and a lot of booze and a lot of dancing and a lot of fucking. Sometimes you go off to someone's cabin and sometimes you just sort of do it out in the open."

"You'll probably find that just about everyone will want a crack at you at least once before this over," Cindy, another vet chimed in. "It can get pretty wild sometimes. Real orgy stuff."

"So do all you gals swing both ways or are you strictly cock hounds?" asked Kelly.

Everybody had a good laugh and confirmed that they all indeed liked to play with girls. It looked like they could get a pretty nice little orgy going right down here in their own room.

Soon they were all suitably decked out in their swimwear. All of them opted for pretty revealing little nothings, which seemed appropriate for this kind of a voyage, and then Sheryl led the way up to the main party deck.

"Quite a few regulars this time," said Sheryl as she glanced around the boat at the men who were milling about.

They had just cast off or set sail or whatever the nautical term was for getting underway and things were kind of quiet at the moment. Neither Kelly nor Evelyn had a ton of experience with boats so they were both afraid they might get seasick but so far so good.

"That guy's some big French soccer star," said Cindy pointing to a man with dark wavy hair standing near the rail nursing a drink. "I guess they call it football so try to remember that if you don't want to offend him. That dude over there with the mustache is some kind of banker but he's sort of a shady character, and I don't know what your taste in music is like but that fellow with the long hair is the lead guitarist for Screamer."

"Have fun and try not to fall overboard and try to avoid getting too drunk to fuck," said Sheryl as she split from the herd and headed for the football star.

"Let's go babe," said Kelly as she gave Evelyn another squeeze of the hand for courage.

Soon the vessel was cruising along at a brisk pace and the deck was starting to fill up with people. Aside from Liz it appeared that the six of them were the only females on this cruise. Carlo still hadn't made an appearance yet but he would no doubt make his grand entrance at some point.

Evelyn had no experience being a waitress or a hostess or anything like that but she had the gift of imagination and had proven herself to be a witty conversationalist when pressed to do so at Simon's business dinners. It was pretty much like that she thought. There would no doubt be a lot of banging but this was a long cruise so it seemed best to chat people up a bit. It honestly felt better to do some flirting first before the fucking, not that it really mattered all that much to her these days.

Kelly seemed to be having a good time, which made Evelyn feel very pleased. Kelly had obviously had some reservations about this thing, more from the fact that she would be female so long rather than moral objections of what they were getting into. Hopefully it really would be a vacation for her, even if there were some strings attached.

After a while Evelyn noticed that a couple of the girls had ditched their tops so she decided to do likewise. She hated to compare body parts with anyone but she had been doing it her whole life as a man and feeling quite inadequate in the process. She knew she had very nice tits that men seemed to particularly like so she was proud to show them off.

"I haven't seen you on one of these cruises before," a young man wearing baggy swim trunks and no shirt said to her as she started to walk by.

"No, it's my first time. We, that is my roommate and I over there, just met Carlo the other day and he invited us on his boat or yacht or whatever you call it," Evelyn replied.

"I think it's technically called a motor yacht," said the man who introduced himself simply as Parker. "It was built as a warship but it sees a very different kind of action now. I know at least one President has used it for shacking up with his mistress. There's a lot of history here I guess."

"So are you a close friend of Carlo's?" Evelyn asked.

"Oh, I don't know if he has any close friends," joked Parker. "He just likes to throw the most outrageous kickass parties. And he certainly has exquisite taste in women."

"And what about your taste in women?"

"Oh, I know what I like and I know when I see it and I sure like what I'm seeing right now."

Parker reached out and began to fondle her bare breasts before kissing and sucking each nipple. So that's how it's going to be thought Evelyn. She was only slightly disappointed that their flirting hadn't led to more of a proposition or something but realistically you don't proposition an hors d'oeuvre you just take it and eat it. She was probably going to get taken quite a bit over the next couple of weeks so she might as well get used to it right off the bat.

It felt kind of funny to be manhandled like this in broad daylight in front of so many other people but no one seemed to be paying the slightest attention. Everybody had their own little party going on and that's what these girls were here for. To men like this with money and power and fame that's what girls everywhere were there for. Groupies and fans and followers and gold diggers. Girls were the reward for success. At least she was hot enough to be considered a reward, which was some kind of satisfaction.


CHAPTER 13:

After playing with Evelyn's boobs for a while Parker had dropped his shorts and presented his cock to her. It seemed pretty obvious what he was expecting so Evelyn dropped to her knees and sucked him off while he leaned back on the rail and caught some rays.

Evelyn found out later that Parker was some kind of computer whiz who had invented a popular social networking site and then sold it promptly for a bundle of money. The site only lasted about another year or so before it fell out of vogue but he had made his fortune and was now looking for the next great idea. Evelyn had no idea whether he was getting inspiration for some wondrous invention that would change the world as she blew him but she was happy to help if she could in her own small way.

"Very nice babe. That was a world class BJ and I should know," Parker had told her before giving her a slap on the rump and sending her on her way.

Kelly was also making "new friends" with ease but it struck her that this was the kind of party a man like Simon might be invited to in a few years if his company continued to thrive. There were probably all kinds of fantastic business contacts to made on this boat but it was impossible as Kelly. She was there as a piece of ass and eye candy, not as an up and coming young entrepreneur with vision. Kelly tried to picture herself as Simon, chatting up the tycoons and fondling the babes over drinks, but it was hard to do in this body. It was really just clouding the issue so she tried to put those thoughts from her mind.

Like Evelyn, and most of the other girls, she had abandoned her top somewhere along the line. Topless with bikini bottoms seemed to be the uniform of the moment although she had a hunch that the bottoms would soon be following the tops. She had already been pinched and spanked and tweaked and kissed more times than she could keep track of and this was only the beginning of the first day.

Carlo appeared wearing only a Speedo brief that most men of his age wouldn't be caught dead in but he sort of pulled it off. There was kind of a cooling off period before dinner where everyone retired to their cabins to clean up and get dressed and the new girls just followed the lead of the experienced hands. Light sun dresses or something cool and comfortable seemed to be the standard.

"After dinner is when the party usually starts to get going," said Sheryl as they were getting ready for their meal. "That's when they crank up the music and turn on the lights and people tend to pair up for the night, if that's what the guy is looking for."

"And don't assume that just because a guy takes you to his cabin that he expects you to sleep there," cautioned Silvia, the third of the veterans. "You might be there all night or you might be there for an hour or less, depending on his stamina. It's supposed to be kind of an honor if a guy invites you to sleep there but it's really just that some men don't like to sleep alone and some prefer it. It is what it is either way and doesn't really mean very much so don't let it get to your head."

The seating was all arranged so that the girls were spread throughout the men as evenly as possible. Carlo of course sat at the head of the table and Liz sat somewhere in the middle. Carlo hadn't been exaggerating about his chef as the food was out of this world. It was almost worth all of the manhandling just to eat here if all of the meals were going to be like this.

The conversation was kind of all over the place. There was some shop talk there was some flirting and bragging and some general social chit-chat about the weather or the food. It was kind of exciting to be in company like this, even if the girls were there as party favors. Evelyn found it fascinating to be eating dinner with people she had read about or seen on TV. It was a far cry from anything she was used to.

After dinner there was another changing session. This time the girls went for a more "trashy casual" look. Lots of very short jeans or miniskirts with tube tops or crop tops or no tops. It kind of depended on what mood you were in. Evelyn and Kelly soon learned that going topless meant that your boobs were in play for all interested parties and that you liked to suck cock and going bottomless meant your pussy was open for business. Totally nude meant you were ready for anything. Obviously it didn't really matter that much one way or the other because every guy on this boat was going to do whatever he wanted and wasn't going to let a little clothing get in the way but it was sort of a polite code that they had worked out.

It felt kind of weird to Evelyn that it was all just so out in the open like this but she was a veteran of web cams and meaningless sex with strangers so it wasn't like she was shy or anything. It was just kind of odd to have someone grab you and poke around your body without buying you a drink first or even introducing themselves sometimes. Still she had no complaints at all so far. She was having a good time and rather enjoyed all the attention she was getting. That had always been one of the most appealing parts about transforming into a woman. People found her desirable. It may have been shallow but she still got a kick out of it.

Bearing the code in mind Evelyn decided to keep her clothes on for a while just to see what would happen. It did seem to be kind of a deterrent, at least for a while. She did a lot of dancing and some drinking and flirting but no one had done more than kiss her neck so far. She didn't know if that was a good thing or a bad thing but she decided to conduct a little test.

She went back to her cabin and tossed her shorts on the bed. Clad only in her sparkly halter top and shoes she strolled back to the party deck. She wasn't there five minutes before she felt herself being spun around and hands grabbing her hips. She clutched at the rail to keep her balance just as a hard prick was pushed into her pussy. It was a fairly quick bang and the rolling of the waves added kind of a nice sensation but she never even got a good look at who had boned her.

After that she went back to the cabin again and tossed the tube top aside. She was definitely up for anything so she may as well advertise the fact. Maybe keeping her clothes on longer would lead to a more sustained encounter but at the moment she was ready to play the party girl to the hilt. She figured she could out-slut just about any chick on this boat, including Kelly if it came down to it. If you're going to do something do it up!

Evelyn did do it up and in return she got done up, down, sideways and everything in between. She wasn't trying to be a showoff but she got plenty of action that night. Being a new girl certainly helped as men like this tended to favor fresh pussy whenever possible but she just seemed to be having a really great time and her mood was infectious.

She had headed off with the lead guitarist, ostensibly to go to his cabin, but they never actually made it that far. He was anxious and she ended up getting fucked in the hallway. People wandered by without a word. It was just that kind of cruise. She actually dosed off in a deck chair for a few hours that night before staggering back to her room. Kelly must have been shacked up with someone so Evelyn had the bed to herself.

Sometime the next day Liz appeared holding a box that was neatly wrapped with a bow. She presented it to Evelyn as the other girls assembled looked on.

"This is a little gift for you from Carlo," said Liz. "He's very taken with you and would like you to be his guest in his private suite tonight. You are to put this on and be in his room by 10 PM sharp. He will join you shortly thereafter."

After Liz departed Evelyn opened up the box and found a very sheer little teddy with fishnet stockings and a garter.

"Well aren't you just the little princess?" Sheryl chuckled.

"Of course he's taken with her," said another girl. "I thought I was a total slut but I don't hold a candle to her!"

"Put it on," the other girls called.

Evelyn felt a little embarrassed about being singled out like this but she went ahead and tried on her new outfit. She did look wickedly sexy although she hoped the other girls wouldn't be jealous. She wanted to be friends with everybody but especially the other girls.

Sleeping with Carlo was no big deal. She had already had his cock in her mouth and her pussy so there wasn't much they could do that they hadn't already done except anal and that was no problem for her. When the time came to change into her working clothes there were a few girls lounging around in the room. They offered their words of encouragement as Evelyn prepared to make her way to Carlo's stateroom.

"Do us proud baby."

"Make the skipper happy."

"Take one for the team sister!"

It all seemed pretty good natured to Evelyn and she assumed that this was kind of a one shot deal. Normally walking around a cruise ship in a see-through teddy and no panties on would have been a very uncomfortable thing but on this particular vessel she was actually overdressed for most activities.

She found the room and knocked but there was no answer. That was to be expected as she had been told that he would join her later but she knocked anyway out of politeness. Once inside the room literally took her breath away. It wasn't quite as big as the penthouse she had been in with Howard but it was even more opulent, if such a thing was possible.

She hadn't been given any specific instructions on how to present herself to him so she didn't know if she was supposed to get in bed or sit in a chair or kneel by the door or what. Simon had certainly taught her the obedient and submissive position of waiting for her master but she sort of guessed that Carlo was more attracted by her spunky nature than her obedience.

Taking a chance she decided to be bold and went to the bar and poured herself a drink. When Carlo entered he found her still by the bar with a glass in her hand.

"I just poured myself a drink," Evelyn said casually. "What are you having?"

"A gin and tonic would be lovely my dear...as are you in that most fetching outfit. I think we're going to get along just splendidly!"


CHAPTER 14:

They sat on a beautiful loveseat sipping their drinks and making small talk. Carlo was wearing a bathrobe but it looked like he didn't have anything on underneath, but his Speedo was so small it could easily be hidden under there.

"This loveseat was once owned by the King of Sweden and dates back to the 18th century."

"I better not spill my drink on it," Evelyn quipped.

"A few things have been spilled on it before I'm afraid, including blood. An archduke once shot a man he thought was making love to his mistress on this very seat. Sadly it turned out that the woman was not his mistress but rather a housemaid who rather resembled the woman in question, at least from the archduke's angle," Carlo chuckled.

"That's a terrible story...and I love it," said Evelyn resting her hand on Carlo's thigh.

"Do you know why I asked you to come to my room tonight?"

"Because you already had a teddy in my size?" Evelyn joked.

"No, not that at all. It's because of your spirit...your unbridled sensuality. I honestly hope that all of my girls will have a good time and it won't all be like what you've experienced so far, I promise you. Young men today don't appreciate true sensuality but I do. Most girls are born female and raised with certain ideas in their head. But you chose to be who you are and you're doing what you do out of passion without regard for what society thinks or says or demands. And you seem to have an especially passionate drive that I find even more intoxicating than this gin and tonic, which you mixed perfectly by the way."

Men could really throw some curveballs at you thought Evelyn. Howard had started out acting like he was almost disgusted to be in the same room with such a filthy tramp but had ended up being a pretty nice guy. She had expected Carlo to be some kind of freak who wanted to shove bananas up her ass or something but instead he was being quite charming. The bananas might be coming later but at least he had bought her a gift and shared a drink before they got down to the perverted stuff. If there was anybody on this boat who had a "right" to grab and bang at will it was the guy who was paying for everything.

"So are you just independently wealthy or do you do some kind of a job?" Evelyn asked, knowing that she was pushing her luck.

"I worked hard for many years and made a lot of money but I never seemed to have time to spend it. So one day I just walked away from all of that and devoted my life to the pursuit of pleasure and joy and beauty. My various enterprises seem to run quite well without me, which was a blow to my ego at first but now I'm thankful for it since it allows me to live in the fashion I desire without having the stress of the day-to-day grind."

Escape money Evelyn thought. Sure it was considerably more than her little nest egg but Simon was probably right that everyone wanted to escape from something sometime. When Carlo had banked enough loot he chucked it in and got himself an orgy boat and a helicopter and who knows what else? If he invited her for a ride in his submarine she wouldn't be too surprised at this point.

What did surprise her was how tame the evening turned out to be. She had half expected him to rip her teddy in half but she never even got out of it the whole night. They made love in the bed and Carlo's only request was that she get on top because it was easier on his back.

In the morning they had breakfast in bed, which was the best tasting breakfast she had ever had, and then they kissed goodbye and Evelyn went back to her room.

Kelly was still sleeping as Evelyn neatly packed her gift away and climbed into bed naked. Kelly rolled over with a slightly glazed look in her eyes.

"Good. You're still alive," Kelly joked in a sleepy voice.

"Oh yeah. I even got breakfast out of the deal," Evelyn replied.

"What did you have to do for that? Fuck a goat or something?"

"No, it was nothing like that. We just had a drink and talked for a while and then we went to bed. We made love once and went to sleep. I never even got naked," said Evelyn with a shrug.

"So you sleep with the dude who runs this show and you don't get naked but the first thing you do once you're out of there is strip and jump into bed nude with me."

"Not like that's unusual or anything," Evelyn reminded her.

"True, true. I was just pointing out the irony," said Kelly, still not close to being awake yet.

Evelyn wasn't very sleepy but people on this boat didn't tend to be early risers what with all the wild partying into the wee hours of the night and all. A couple of her bunkmates appeared to be missing so presumably they had ended up with men who didn't like to sleep alone, or else they had passed out somewhere else.

It was kind of hard to wrap her head around this whole experience so far. Evelyn certainly knew what it felt like to be ogled and hit on but that only led to sex if she wanted it to. She knew what it felt like to be dominated and ordered about but she only allowed that with Simon because she was so close to him and willing to play his game. She even knew what it felt like to be pimped out to a total stranger but at least they had dinner first. Being a fuck puppet was a very different thing. Maybe it wasn't really if you broke it down to its essence but it was the little things that seemed to stand out the most.

Then Carlo, the ringleader of this ship of fools, turned out all warm and fuzzy and full of continental charm. If he thought his guests were pigs why did he invite them? It didn't sound like he was doing it for business reasons. Maybe he was kind of star struck like Evelyn was, she thought. If you're going to party for the rest of your life you might want to party with the rich and famous.

Of course she hadn't seen that much of Carlo in action on the boat and the whole setup for their evening together hadn't exactly left anything to chance. The invitation, delivered by an intermediary, had really been more of a command and the gift was obviously not just a gift it was the attire that Carlo wanted to see her in. He didn't ask if she wanted to screw he just asked her to get on top to save his aging sacroiliac.

Asking would probably have seemed kind of phony anyway. This was the man who had invited her to be the plaything of all hands on deck without bothering to mention that little detail in the invitation. Fortunately she had come prepared for such an eventuality so she wasn't really too offended by the assumption that she was just "that kind of girl" or anything. Her behavior on the helicopter had pretty much stripped away any pretense of modesty or maidenly virtue.

No, Carlo was as guilty as the rest she supposed, maybe more so since he was the architect and benefactor of this high seas Hellfire Club. She wondered what would make a man want to act like that. Probably because they could she guessed. Evan would never have been invited. Who's to say what he would have done if a boatload, literally, of beautiful girls were there for the taking? It would have been a wet dream come true a few years ago. Might even still be true today if somehow the opportunity presented itself.

Maybe it's just what you do once you've bought every other toy in the world. What does a guy want even more than boats and cars and helicopters? Hot pussy with no strings attached and no hoops of fire to jump through to get it.

No, it was kind of hard to blame the men for taking what was offered so freely. And there was sort of a code that everyone seemed to know about what a girl was offering. Hell, if she kept her clothes on she might not even have gotten bothered all night. So far nobody had complained when she went back to her cabin. Nobody was forcing her to do anything. When Parker whipped out his dick she could have just turned and walked away. She hadn't been instructed to obey any man's orders at all times. She had just kind of assumed that it was expected of her but that hardly meant that she had to comply.

She kind of suspected that all of the girls here were TGs not so much because of their "sensuality" but because they just liked to fuck so much. Being only part-time women who obviously enjoyed the opportunity to indulge in sex with men without appearing to be openly gay it was kind of understandable that they would accept such a pornographic fantasy role. Nobody was popping that pill so that they could be a feminist protestor for 48 hours.

TGs really had no idea what it was like to be a woman, day in and day out. They weren't part of any struggle for equality. They weren't raised with the same sensibilities as genetic females. Evelyn wasn't much of a psychologist but she guessed that a lot of TGs probably had some pretty deep feelings of guilt about what they were doing that led to a willingness to be used and degraded. You took the pill for the sex and on a cruise like this you were going to get as much as you could handle.

It was all a game. It was kind of a fetish. Evelyn wasn't even sure why she was thinking about this at all. She loved to party in her female body as much as anybody. She wondered whether it was possible that she had just been doing it so long now that her female brain was starting to rebel.


CHAPTER 15:

Carlo was right that the cruise wasn't all just fucking and sucking. As the days went by they put in at various ports and enjoyed their time ashore like any other tourist. Liz always stuffed the girl's purses with cash so it was a shopper's paradise. It was a good thing that there was so much closet space because the girls were accumulating a large addition to their wardrobe.

Sometimes people kind of paired up on these little journeys. If a man had a favorite girl it was an opportunity to spend some time alone together. If that happened the guy always paid for everything so you didn't even need the wad of cash you had been given. Away from the orgy atmosphere a lot of the men could be really nice, even romantic. In a way they were all playing their role on the boat too. They were movers and shakers in the real world and expected to be strong, dominant, alpha males. Demonstrating their power over women was a status symbol. A few of the guys seemed to be total assholes all the time but in general most of them were kind of cool if you got the chance to be around them in a different setting.

Parker, for example, was kind of out of his league here. He had always been the geeky kid in class who did really well in math and science but couldn't toss a football more than a few feet to save his life. He never got a prom date. He was never considered part of the "in" crowd at any point in his life...until he stumbled into a multi-million dollar idea. Then women came out of the woodwork. He was invited to the most exclusive parties. He was still kind of the nerd he had always been only now he was too rich for anyone to point that out.

Evelyn was actually kind of surprised when Parker suggested that the two of them take in the sights at the quaint little fishing village they were stopping at. Other than having blown him on the first day he hadn't seemed too interested in her. Still it sounded like fun to have a date for the day so the two of them had been spending a rather pleasant afternoon doing the whole sightseeing thing.

Parker seemed especially interested in hearing all about her webcam experiences and how that all got set up and how much they were making and so on. Technology and the Internet was obviously his true passion in life, and while many people would have dismissed Evelyn's opinions on the subject as being the babbling of some stupid bimbo, Parker at least had the business sense to appreciate that good ideas can come from anywhere. He knew a little something about being dismissed out of hand for being too young and a geek in tennis shoes.

It was actually delightful to interact with one of these men on a more communicative level. Certainly there was a sexual component to the conversation since her personal Internet experience was rooted in that but Parker seemed genuinely interested in the whole concept of interacting with a global audience through a fairly simple technology that was available to almost anyone. The idea of an audience being able to impact a live performance in real time was something he had always been fascinated by.

"It wouldn't have to always be pornographic," said Parker as they were dining at a quiet little seaside cafe. "It could be a band taking requests or something."

"Or maybe an interactive play where people could choose twists in the plot," Evelyn suggested.

"Exactly! Like when you go to an improv show and the audience calls out suggestions. People are sick of having someone cram their recycled plots and clichéd characters down their throats. They've grown up playing immersive computer games where they choose which branches to follow."

"Maybe you could work those virtual reality goggles into it somehow."

Evelyn didn't stop to think about the fact that she was probably just handing away ideas that this guy would turn into another billion dollars. She just felt good to be treated like a human and an equal. Even more than an equal at the moment because she had something valuable to say to this particular man.

She certainly didn't come away empty handed from the excursion at any rate. Parker had lavished all kinds of expensive gifts on her including a rather exquisite pearl necklace. She didn't even know he had bought the damn thing until they had returned to the boat and he presented it to her. She had no idea exactly what it had cost but she was guessing it wasn't cheap.

Parker invited her to spend the night in his cabin and she was more than happy to go. He wasn't the smooth man of the world character that some of these guys were nor was he the too-cool-hipster. He was really just kind of a kid and had no idea how to behave around a woman.

Evelyn saw him as kind of a project. It probably wasn't too late to save this one and put him on the right course. She pampered him and massaged him with oils but also showed him how fun it was to do it to her as well. She gave him every part of her body but she also made sure that he understood that the ballgame wasn't over until the hot lady climaxed.

"You seem really bright," said Parker while they were lying around in bed. "Why is a girl like you on a boat like this?"

"Honestly I didn't know exactly what I was getting into when I was invited to go on this cruise," Evelyn replied.

"How much do they pay you?"

"Hell, I don't think they plan on paying us anything. We get spending money for trips to the shore and gifts, like the lovely things you bought me, but nobody ever mentioned pay."

"That's crazy. I mean everybody knows this is just a big floating whorehouse, no offense," said Parker realizing the bluntness of his words.

"I guess it is in a way but that was never exactly spelled out to us. Not to me anyway. Fortunately I'm not the shy type and I'm pretty open for adventures but it has been a little strange at times being handled like a side of beef."

"Gosh, I'm really sorry about that. I just assumed you were all professional call girls and that you got paid a ton of money. I don't usually just go around whipping my dick out and expecting girls to blow me."

"No problem. I like blowing you," Evelyn said with a smile.

"So why did you do it, I mean that day up on the deck? I didn't even have to ask you? You just got on your knees and did it like it was your job or something."

"Hell Parker I'm not even sure why I do half the stuff I do sometimes," Evelyn admitted with a heavy sigh. "I really get off on being a girl and I love sex but sometimes I wonder what else it is about me that makes me so crazy and reckless. I'm sure there's more to being a woman than fucking as many people as possible but I usually don't have the time to find out."

"I know what you mean. Sometimes I find myself places, like here for example, that I really don't feel like I belong. When you get so rich so fast it kind of goes to your head. Money doesn't mean anything anymore. You start traveling in circles with people you have nothing in common with just because you think you're supposed to. To be honest with you, the best days of my life where when I was working in my garage with a few friends trying to hammer out code. We lived on stale pizza and cold coffee but we were all so jazzed about what we were doing. Not that I plan on giving all of my money back or anything but those were really good times. I kind of got that vibe again brainstorming with you. You're a pretty awesome girl Evelyn, even if you aren't a girl all the time."

Will wonders never cease? The asshole punk who shoved his dick in her face was turning out to be a pretty cool dude. Maybe if the girls were treated more like guests this would be the Love Boat instead of the Bang Barge. People have a way of coming together organically. Why even foster this misogynistic atmosphere? Why was it so damn important to men that they prove their superiority over women all of the time? Were they really that insecure?

Evelyn spent a good deal of time with Parker on the remainder of the cruise. She also kept her clothes on a little more but she let loose and partied hard when she was in the mood. If her actions precluded her from being invited back so be it. It had been a fun experience and an eye-opener but she wasn't sure that she wanted a repeat performance anyway.

Parker said that he definitely wanted to keep in touch, and more surprisingly, wanted to talk to her about possibly joining his development team. She found that a little hard to believe but he seemed sincere and presumably his contact info was genuine. It was something to think about at any rate.

Leaving the four new TG friends she had made on the trip was the hardest part. They lived all over the place and they weren't likely to just bump into each other anytime soon but maybe they would stay in touch...maybe they wouldn't. The bond that they had shared certainly had brought them all pretty close together so perhaps they would meet again down the line. In any case it was time to go home and get back to some semblance of normal living. At least as normal as Evan/Evelyn's life ever got.


CHAPTER 16:

Evelyn was in a bit of an existentialist dilemma. She had Cal, her lifelong buddy that she loved and wanted to spend more time with. She had Simon, who she lived with and loved in a fashion that was more like appreciation than romance. Now there was also Parker, who she had struck up a friendship with who might be interested in a business relationship but might also expect a sexual one in the bargain.

Then she wondered why her life seemed to revolve around the men in it. Lots of women find themselves wondering the same thing. If chose one man over the other and gave herself to them completely her life would go in a radical direction, one way or the other. She liked the idea of having a real boyfriend and just staying on the pill as often as possible. As long as she could turn back into a male when she had to she saw no reason why she couldn't sustain the female thing pretty much indefinitely. She had just spent two and half weeks living every moment as a woman. Would two and half years or twenty years or a lifetime be that much more difficult?

The men in her life all knew her secret. She had no idea if any of them would be interested in a long term relationship if she brought up the subject but there was a strong possibility that they might.

Perhaps the key was making the decision to remain female on her own. Why did it have to be a package deal that involved a man? She was still young. Maybe it would be best to keep her options open.

Simon was in his own funk. They had spent a lot less time together on the cruise than they had imagined that they would. Kelly hadn't really hooked up with any one guy in particular like Evelyn did with Parker but her dance card had been kept very full none the less. It had been a pretty crazy experience for both of them and they were having a little trouble making sense of it all.

"You know I fucked Howard too," said Simon as he and Evan were kicking back in the living room one evening.

"What?" Evan said in astonishment.

"Yeah, I pimped myself out one time. I told him his date would be at his room at a certain time and then I went as Kelly and pretended to be a hooker."

"Why in the hell did you do that?"

"I have no idea. I tried to tell myself at the time that it was just for business. I was saving money by not hiring a prostitute and I could make sure that he had a really good time because I had a vested interest in his pleasure but I still don't know if any of that is true. He treated me pretty badly. That's why I was so interested in hearing the details of your experience with him. I wasn't getting off on it I was hoping that if he thought you were my girlfriend he would be a little nicer with you, which fortunately it sounds like he was. I never should have brought up the stupid idea knowing what an asshole he was," Simon confessed sadly.

"Then why did you?" inquired Evan.

"Fuck I don't know. Like I said, I don't know why I did it to myself. He was crude and rough and demanding and he even slapped me a couple of times when I didn't do something exactly the way he wanted it...and I got off on the whole experience. It wasn't like I was even remotely attracted to the guy physically so I knew it wasn't some gay impulse to bone him but there was something about the feeling of being so naked and cheap in front of this man that I do business with all of the time that I found horribly arousing. Maybe it felt like atonement for having homosexual desires or maybe it's just so kinky to sit across the table from a man making a big business deal knowing that you have this secret that he'll never know."

"That's pretty heavy dude."

"Yeah, no kidding. The cruise just split my mind in two. Part of me wanted to be one of the men on that boat so badly and part of me wanted to be that whore again. I loved the pure carnality of it all. The idea of throwing away all of the bullshit and the conventions of civilization and just being primitive. When the caveman got an erection he just grabbed the first chick he could catch and humped her. There was no dinner and a movie, just raw sex. You wanted a woman you took her. Nobody raped me on that boat, I knew that I could blow the whole thing out anytime that I wanted but I really got turned on by the feeling of being powerless at the same time I was yearning for that same kind of power as a man."

"Well I know what you mean about being turned on by the thrill of being treated like such a sex object but I sure didn't envy any of those men on the boat. I kind of felt bad for them. Some of them weren't half bad guys underneath but they felt like this was how they were supposed to act," said Evan. "And as the trip wore on I started to get a little burned out on the whole slut thing. I've made peace with the fact that I like men and that I'm happier being in a female body but I'm starting to yearn for something, I don't know, deeper maybe."

"Did you fall in love with that Parker guy?" Simon asked without a trace of jealousy in his voice.

"I don't think so, but I think I could. We hit it off really well and I think he could develop into a very sweet lover, and no it wasn't just because he bought me a lot of incredibly nice gifts."

"I'll say. You got a hell of a lot more swag than I did," Simon joked.

"Can I help it if I'm popular?"

"I carry around a lot of guilt dude. Sometimes I'm just so confused about who I am and what I really want. Maybe I want it all and that's the problem. I want to be a man sometimes and I want to be a woman sometimes. And I don't know whether I feel guilty about being attracted to men or guilty about the fact that I have to turn into a woman to enjoy it," said Simon, throwing his hands up in the air.

"Well fortunately the pill lets you be both. There's nothing to feel guilty about. You like what you like. Being a temporary woman lets you indulge in all the darkest and kinkiest fantasies and sensations without having to worry about your reputation. It's a kick having those dirty little secrets. For me that used to be enough but I'm curious about a wider range of things now. I'd like to see what Evelyn is capable of outside of the bedroom because I feel happier and more confident when I'm her than I ever do as Evan."

"So what does that mean exactly?"

"I still don't know yet but I plan on trying to figure it out. I'd like to get to a place where I can just be comfortable being Evelyn without feeling like it's a waste of time if I don't get a cock inside me. Does that make any sense?" Evan asked.

"Not exactly to me, because I don't think I'd ever want to be Kelly full-time, but I think we're both trying to figure out a path that we hope will lead to happiness. It would suck if you left you know but I wouldn't blame you. As I said before the handcuffs are a prop. I'd never want to chain you down and keep you from doing whatever you think is best for you."

Evan got up and walked over to Simon. He bent over and kissed him very sweetly on the lips. There was nothing sexual about it at all and no one went to bed together that night in any incarnation. Simon had given Evan so much. He had given him the opportunity to discover how much more he loved being Evelyn. It was sad that he was so torn up by guilt. He obviously had some demons to wrestle. Hopefully he'd win that battle eventually.


CHAPTER 17:

"This is the main room where everybody kind of works together," explained Parker as he led Evelyn into a modularized office space.

She had flown out to the Silicon Valley where Parker's new company was located. It didn't even have a product or a purpose yet but he had a building and a staff. It was a fraction of the size of the place he was running before he sold it off but he seemed quite pleased by the intimacy of this new venture. It wasn't quite like working in a garage but it was considerably more modest than his old digs.

"This is my desk," Parker said proudly as he pointed to one of the generic cubicles in the middle of the room. "I used to have this gigantic office and a staff of people whose job was to see that nobody ever got in there. It was bullshit! I didn't know what was going on in my own company half of the time and didn't even know the names of most of the people who worked for me."

"Well, you'll certainly be easier to find out here," Evelyn said with a smile.

"Exactly! I need to feel that thrill again of discovery. Of trial and error. In a big company everybody's playing politics all the time. They're afraid to speak up because they think they might get fired. Do you know how much money we lost to people stealing office supplies? Fuck! What's that all about? They made enough money to buy fucking pens. It was a sign of protest. I sign that they didn't give a shit about the company or their place in it. And I let that happen."

"Of course you got very rich off of that company," Evelyn pointed out. "You must have been doing something right."

"Yeah the product was right but the company was wrong. It wasn't fun anymore. I didn't get into business to become a businessman, if that makes any fucking sense," said Parker with a laugh.

"It makes perfect sense to me. But I'm still not sure why you would want me to work here. I don't have a degree, I don't have any computer science background, and my only experience with technology was appearing on a pornographic webcam show."

"But you've got ideas and you're not afraid to hang them out there. I could feel you feeding on that energy of brainstorming. You've got imagination and that's a fucking commodity in this world. I want someone to say 'wouldn't it be cool if we could do this?' and then hand it off to the tech people to figure out how to make it happen."

The place was empty so Evelyn felt free to broach the subject that was weighing heavily on her mind without putting Parker in an embarrassing situation.

"Okay, level with me on this one. If I had come here today in my male form would you still be offering me a job?" asked Evelyn as she fixed her gaze on Parker's eyes.

"Hell yes! As long as you think the same. If you've got the same ideas and inspiration what the hell do I care whether you've got a dick or not?"

"Well as it happens I do think that I think differently as a woman and I think I am more creative. I just wondered whether our sexual past was going to be an issue at all."

"Hey, I can totally dig that," said Parker with a grin. "I've got a serious crush on you, I'm not going to pretend like I don't, but the job offer doesn't come with any strings attached. I'm willing to pay for your brain but if we ever go to bed again it's going to be because we both want it. That was messed up the way you were treated on that boat and I'm as guilty as anyone but I hope you got to see that I really like you and respect you and I kind of hoped that coming to my cabin was kind of a refuge for you. The lesser of two evils at least."

"There was nothing evil about spending time with you Parker and I did appreciate the excuse to be off the floor so much. Does your company have a policy against employees dating each other?" Evelyn asked.

"Why? Do you think you might be interested in dating me sometime?"

"Yeah, I think that might be really nice."

"Then the company has no such policy forbidding it," Parker replied with a huge grin. "How about tonight?"

"How about tonight, what?"

"How about I take you to dinner tonight? You're not an employee yet so we don't even have to worry about any policy."

"I think that would be lovely. Thank you for the invitation."

It was kind of a trip to be out with Parker in his own backyard. He even had his own table permanently reserved for him at his favorite restaurant. It was like something out of a movie. He wasn't great at small talk but boy he sure loved talking about his passions. It made Evelyn think back to their conversation at that little cafe. His energy was infectious. It stimulated her mind and made her think. He was still such a nerd in so many ways but that just made him kind of cute. It seemed like he really wanted to get back to what made him happy and Evelyn could really appreciate that.

Afterwards he took her back to her hotel and walked her up to her room. She had no plans to have sex with him whatsoever but as they kissed goodnight in front of her door she suddenly decided to ask him in. Maybe it was the erection she felt in his pants as he pressed up next to her or maybe it was the idea of inviting him to her room for a change or maybe she was just horny but they continued to kiss once they were inside and clothing began to fly everywhere.

"You know, I've got a really huge house not too far from here. We don't have to stay in a hotel room," Parker pointed out.

"We've got a bed and a bathroom. What else do we need?" Evelyn replied.

Evelyn ran and hopped on the bed. She got on all fours and wiggled her ass at Parker.

"Get over here and show me that you remember how to make me cum stud," she playfully teased over her shoulder.

Parker grinned and jumped in bed so hard Evelyn was afraid he might break it. Oh well, he could afford to replace it if he did.

"No, this is a trick," said Parker as he was about to stick his dick in her. "You want foreplay. You're just testing me."

She actually wasn't, she was totally ready to get boned, but she loved the thought that he remembered her sex lessons back on the boat so she gladly rolled over on her back and let him smother her body with kisses and caresses. The guy was pretty smart, that was for sure. He didn't get rich by being a bad student and it appeared that he was a quick study.

Parker worked his way down between her legs and went to work licking her pussy. He was still a little rough at that but with Evelyn's gentle guidance he was getting a lot better. He didn't seem to mind having a woman tell him that he wasn't doing something quite right in bed. In fact he genuinely seemed to appreciate the input. He never got any girls when he was poor and when he was rich most of the women he bedded just rolled around and faked it. He wanted to be good at sex and Evelyn was an excellent tutor.

It seemed so funny now that the first time they met he just dropped his shorts and waited for the obligatory BJ. That was so not like him. At least not like the guy that Evelyn was getting to know. It probably wouldn't make for as charming a dinner table story as the one she had made up about meeting Simon when he rescued her cat but it would be colorful...and it would be true. Probably better to just say that they met on a cruise and leave it at that.

When Parker finally put his throbbing member inside her she had already cum twice and was on the verge of another orgasm. She had been ready for his cock from the moment they hit the bed but it felt even sweeter having gotten her engines all warmed up. He didn't have a huge dick and he didn't have the stamina of a porn star. He didn't have movie star looks and he wasn't built like a weight lifter. He was just kind of a funky, sweet, nerdy guy but he was making her cum as much as she ever had.

When he drove her to the airport she still hadn't made her mind up but she knew she was leaning towards making the big move out here. She needed to see Carl and Simon first and she needed a little more time to pull the trigger. Parker was totally cool with that and didn't try to force any deadline on her. If she decided to join him he wanted to make sure that she did it with a free mind and all of heart. He never wanted to feel like she was with him for any other reason again.


CHAPTER 18:

Pain. That's what Evelyn was feeling as she came home. Excitement, but pain. She knew she really wanted to make the move, partly for Parker and mostly for herself. She had no intention of shacking up with Parker in his huge mansion or whatever it was. She was going to get her own place first and see how things developed. Maybe they'd be lovers or maybe they'd be friends with benefits or maybe something else. If the sex got in the way of the job maybe they wouldn't do it anymore, or maybe she'd rather have the sex than the job. That was all in the future. It was her past that she was having such a hard time saying goodbye to.

Simon was doubly hard to leave because she was losing two friends and lovers at once. Kelly was her only real female friend, even if she wasn't a real female, and Simon was very special to her. She felt like she was betraying him but he had actually made this move possible with his generous profit sharing gift. She didn't want Parker to pay for her place. She had more than enough money to live on until she started to draw a salary. She really wanted to try and make it on her own as a woman. She might fail miserably but she felt like she needed to at least take a shot at it.

And then there was Carl. There had always been Carl. Best friends for as long as either one of them could remember. Their crazy bet had launched this whole bizarre thing into orbit and now it looked like it was going to tear them apart.

She felt bad too because Carl was the computer guy. He had done all of the technical work in setting up their Internet business. She could never have done that without him. Maybe there was a place in Parker's company for Carl too but that brought a whole set of complications for everyone. Perhaps in time that would work out.

Obviously whatever her personal relationship with Parker turned out to be was going to seriously impact her career in some way. It was pointless to pretend like it wouldn't. She had planned to not spend the night with him on her trip out there but it had happened anyway. She was planning not to move in with him once she got there but that could very well happen too. And if they did mix romance with business it could all fall apart in a hurry if things took a turn for the worse in either area. It was a crapshoot but she liked her odds anyway.

Evelyn still didn't have the courage to tell her family anything about her secret life. As far as they were concerned it was their son Evan who was moving away to pursue a fantastic job opportunity. Whenever they got together for family visits it would probably be Evan who greeted them, at least for now.

It was Evan who ultimately said goodbye to Carl but it wasn't really any easier from an emotional standpoint. A side of Evelyn wanted desperately for Carl to make some kind of romantic appeal for her to stay but another side made her afraid that he would. So it seemed safer to appear as Evan. Carl would be far less likely to profess his love to his old male buddy.

They spent the day kind of wandering around their old haunts and sharing nostalgic stories. They had so many of them. Was it crazy to leave this place behind? It was the only place Evan had ever lived. He knew every street, seemingly every rock and tree. Everywhere he looked brought up some kind of memory. God it was hard to go.

"You know once you started becoming a girl more often I kind of had a feeling that something like this would happen," said Carl as they were sitting on the swings at their old schoolyard.

"How come?" asked Evan.

"Because you were really good at being a chick. No offense dude, but you're different as a girl. You're just...better somehow. I had a hunch that doors would open up to you and that you'd find something better than just messing around here all your life."

"I don't know dude. I think you're right obviously or I wouldn't be doing this but I still don't know if I'm out of my mind."

"Maybe you are a little crazy. A lot of hot bitches are crazy. Remember, we were going to develop a scale for that? The level of how much craziness we were willing to put up with weighed against the quality of the sex."

"We never got around to working out the formula," Evan chuckled.

"We were a couple of knuckleheads," said Cal.

"Were?"

"I'm really going to miss you man. Not just the female you. Maybe not even the female you as much as the old you."

"Oh fuck dude, you're making me cry," said Evan as the tears began to roll down his cheek. "I haven't even left yet and I'm missing you like crazy!"

"It's not like one of us is dying or something. And you're not going off to jail. Just make sure to keep enough money tucked in your bra for a plane ticket and you'll always have a place to crash if you want it."

"Crash and plane ticket should probably never be spoken in the same sentence," Evan pointed out, trying to force a smile.

"Go do your thing. It might be great or it might suck but that's life isn't it? How the fuck do you know unless you try?"

"God I want to kiss you right now," Evan sighed.

"Not unless you've got one of those pills in your pocket," Cal replied with a grin. "I've got to draw the line somewhere."

"I love you man," said Evan.

"Yeah, I love you too. With or without the pill."


CHAPTER 19:

It was such a short time ago that Evan had been completely devastated by the thought of having to spend an entire weekend in a woman's body. Now he was planning to spend as much of his life as possible in that very same form.

As a woman Evelyn had probably already experienced more sexual escapades than the average woman would do in two or three lifetimes but it seemed like the time to branch out and see if there was more than sex that made the change so appealing. She had no idea if this plan would work out at all or whether it would lead to complete chaos. That first weekend as a woman, camping at the lake, had set off a chain reaction that no one could have anticipated or predicted. She was willing to ride that tidal wave a little further but she was also wise enough to heed Cal's advice. She would always keep enough money for a plane ticket tucked away in her bra. Escape money. Right now she was running towards what she hoped would be a bright new future...but you just never knew.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I don't know whether I was just in a weird mood but I was crying my eyes out as I wrote the end of this book. I tend to write in a very unusual and unorthodox style where I don't plan much of anything too far in advance. It's a spontaneous thing where I set the wheels in motion and then it tends to take on a life of its own. Parker, for example, was just a dude getting his dick sucked. I didn't even bother to give him a last name. I had absolutely no idea that he would ever come back into the story, let alone become such a pivotal player.

I've grown really fond of Evan/Evelyn so I was probably getting a little emotional over coming to what might be the end of that character's story. Maybe I'll pick it up again someday if something clicks in my head.

This book may be a little darker than the original "Weekend Woman" but I'm not sure about that. The characters are wrestling with a lot of guilt and confusion and doubt, which isn't surprising considering the situations they put themselves in. "Weekend Woman" was one of my best selling books ever and naturally I hope that the sequel will do well also but honestly I really hope that people will enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it, even if it does get a little sad at times. I really put my heart and soul into it.
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